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PUKCirS PRIZE NOVELISTS. 



Punch's Prize Novelists — so called because a 
Twenty Thousand Guinea Prize is to be awarded 
to the successful candidate— ivill embrace works by 
some of the most celebrated authors this country 
boasts of. 

Their tales will appear in succession, and pretty 
cODtinuously, in the pages of this Miscellany. 

The publication will probably occupy about five- 
aud-thirty years, or more or less, according to the re- 
ception with which the novels meet from ou I'ght 
ened patrons — the generous British peopi 

All novels cannot bo given entire, a a t y 
would scarcely suffice, so numerous are a th 

so prolific and so eager has been the rush w th t 
when our (confidential) announcement w t t 

the literary world. But fairspecimensof th th s 
talents will be laid before the public, illust tin 
our usual stylo of gorgeous splendour, 
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The first prize will be 20,000 guineaf, mz a lot 
tery ticket to that amouot, entitling the holder to the 
above sum or a palace at Vienna. The second prize 
will be the volume of Punch for the current hilf 
year. The third a subscription to the Briti h and 
Foreign Institute, &c,, &o. 

With a pride and gratification we cannot conceal, 
we at once introduce the public to George de Barn- 
well, by Silt E, L. E, L,, Bart. 

W t 1 1 b tj t 1 th f, ft d th 

nmbtth dm fhwkwU dlt 

m th pi d d 1 th f th w 1 tt 

f <1 t mpl ym t f th B t f 1 d th Id 1 
th b 11 t d pi y f p t 1 tl p fus 1 p 
f und 1 11m d b II th 

m t th t fl t b th 1 t t h w \s — 

a wh h d 1 ht d f y J 

OEORSE DE BARNWELL. 

In the Morning of Life the Truthful wooed the 
Beautiful, and their offspring was Love. Like his 
Divine parents, He is eternal. He has his Mother's 
ravishing smile; his Father's steadfast eyes. He 
rises every day, fresh and glorious as the untired 
Sun-God. He is Eros, the ever young. Dark, dark 
were this world of ours had either Divinity left it — 
dark without the day-beams of the Latoniau Chariot- 
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GEORGE DE BARNWELL, 11 

eer, darker yet without tbe dffidal Smile of the God 
of tho Other Bow [ Dost know him, Reader? 

Old is he, Eros, the ever young 1 He and Time 
were children together. Chromes shall die, too ; but 
Love is imperishahle. Brightest of the Divinities, 
where has thou not been sung ? Othcrworships pass 
away ; tbe idols for whom pyramids were raised lie in 
the desert crumhliBg and almost nameless ; the 
Olympians are fled, their fanes no longer rise among 
the ijuivering olive groves of Ilissus, or crown the 
emerald islets of the amethyst JRgcan '. These are 
gone, but thou remainest. There is still a garland 
for thy temple, a heifer for thy stone. A heifer? 
Ah, many a darker sacrifice. Other blood is shed at 
thy altars. Remorseless One, and the Poet Priest who 
ministers at thy Shrine draws his auguries from the 
bleeding hearts of men ! 

While Love hath no end. Can the Bard ever cease 
singing 1 In Kingly and Heroic ages, 'twas of Kings 
a 1 H tl at the Poet spake. But in these, our 

t m th At san hath h s v ice as well as the 
M n 1 The People To Day is King, and we 
h n 1 h woes as They of old did the saerifioe 
f the p n ly Ifi geni o the fate of the crowned 

AgAMEJ HON 

Is Odi eus less lugi st n his rags than in his 
purple' Fate Pa on My tery, the Victim, the 
Avenge the Hat tl t tho Furios that tear, 
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tho Lovo that bleeds, are not ttesewith us Still ? are 
not tlieso still the weapons of the Artist ? the colours 
of his pallette, the chords of his Ijre ? Listen ! I 
toll thee a tale — not of Kings— but of Men — not of 
Thrones, but of Love, and Grief, and Crime. Listen, 
and but once more. 'Tia for the last time (probably) 
these fingers shall sweep the strings. 

E. L. B. L. 



'Twas noonday in Chepe. High Tide in the 
mighty River City ! — its hanks well nigh overflowing 
with the myriad-waved Stream of Man ! The top- 
pling wains, bearing the produce of a thousand marts ; 
the gilded equipage of the Millionary ; the humbler, 
but yet larger, vehicle from the green metropolitan 
suburbs (the Hanging G-ardens of our Babylon), in 
which every traveller might, for a modest remunera- 
tion, take a republican scat ; the mercenary caroche, 
with its private freight ; tho brisk curricle of the 
letter-carrier, robed in royal scarlet ; these and a 
thousand others were labouring and pressing onward, 
and locked and bound and hustling together in the 
narrow channel of Chepe, The imprecations of the 
charioteers were terrible. From the noble's broiderod 
hammer-cloth, or the driving-seat of the common 
coach, each driver assailed the other with floods of 
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ribald satire. Tte pavid matron within the one 
vehicle (speeding to the Bank for her semestrial pit- 
tance) shrieked and trembled j the angry Dives has- 
tening to his offices (to add another thousand to bis 
heap), thrust his head over the blazoned panels, and 
displayed an eloquence of objurgation whieh his very 
Menials could not eq^ual ; the dauntless street urehina, 
as they gaily threaded the Labyrinth of Life, en- 
joyed the perplexities and quarrels of the scene, and 
csacerbated the already furious combatants by their 
poignant infantile satire. And the Philosopher, as be 
regarded the hot strife and struggle of these Candi- 
dates in the race for Gold, thought with a sigh of the 
Truthful and the Beautiful, and walked on, melan- 
choly and serene. 

'Twas noon in Chepe. The ware-rooms were 
thronged. The flaunting windows of the mercers 
attracted many a purchaser ; the glittering panes, 
behind which Birmingham had glazed its simulated 
silver, induced rustics to pause ; although only noon, 
the savory odours of the Cook Shops tempted the 
ever hungry citizen to the bun of Bath, or to the fragrant 
potage that mocks the turtle's flavour — the turtle ! 
O dapibus supremi grata testuclo Jovis ! I am an 
Alderman when I think of thee I Well : it was noon 
in Chepe. 

But were all battling for gain there 1 Among the 
many brilliant shops whose casements shone upon 
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Chepe, there stood ono a century back (about wHch 
period our tale opens) devoted to the sale of Colonial 
produce, A rudely carved image of a negro with a 
fantastic plume and apron of variegated feathers, de- 
corated the lintel. The East and the West had sent 
their contributions to replenish the window. 

The poor slave had toiled, died perhaps, to pro- 
duce yon pyramid of swarthy sugar marked " only 
6^d." — That catty box, on which was the epigraph 
Strong Family Congo only 3s. 9d., was from the 
country of Confutzee— That heap of dark produce 
bore the legend '■ TEY OUK EEAL NUT "— 
'Twas Cocoa— and that nut the Cocoa-nut, whose 
milk has refreshed the traveller and perplexed the 
natural philosopher. The shop in question was, in a 
word, a G-rocer's. 

In the midst of the shop and its gorgeous con- 
tents sat ono who, to judge from his appearance 
(though 'twas a dif&cult task, as, in sooth, his back 
was turned), had just reached that happy period 
of life when the Boy is expanding into the Man. 
Youth, Youth ! Happy and Beautiful I fresh 
and roseate dawn of life ; when the dew yet lies on 
the flowers, ere they have been scorched and withered 
by Passion's fiery Sun ! Immersed in thought or 
study, and indifferent to the din around him, sate the 
Boy. A careless guardian was he of the treasures 
confided to him. The crowd passed in Chepe ; he 
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never marked it. The Eun aione on Chepe ; lie only 
asked thiit it should illumine the pago he read. The 
knave might filch his treasures, he was heedless of the 
knave. Ihe customer might enter ; bat his book was 
all in all to him. 

And indeed a euBtijmer was there ; a little hand 
was tapping on the counter with a pretty impatience ; 
a pair of arch eyes were gazing at the Boy, admiring, 
perhaps, his manly proportions through the homely 
and tightened garments he wore. 

" Ahem I Sir ! I say, young man ! " the customer 
exclaimed. 

" Ton d'apaineihoTnenos prosephe," read on the 
Student, his voice choked with einotion. " What 
language 1 " he said ; " How rich, how nohle, how 
sonorous! prosepke podas — " 

The customer burst out into a fit of laughter so 
shrill and cheery, that the young Student could not 
but turn round, and, blushing, for the first time re- 
marked her. " A pretty Grocer's boy you ore," she 
cried, " with your applepiebomenos and your French 
and lingo. Am I to be kept waiting for hever 1 " 

'■ Pardon, fair Maiden," said he, with high-bred 
courtesy; '■ 'Twas not French I read, 'twas the God- 
like language of the blind old bard. In what can I 
be serviceable to ye, lady 1 " and to spring from his 
desk, to smooth bis apron, to stand before her the 
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obedient Shop Boy, the Poet no more, was the work 
of a moment. 

I might have prigged this hox of figs," the damsel 
said, good naturedly, " and you'd never have turned 

" They came from the country of Heotok," the 
boy said. " Would you have currants, lady ! These 
once bloomed iu the island gardens of tlie blue 
^gean. They are uncommon fine ones, and the 
figure is low ; they're fourpence-halfpeniiy a pound. 
Would ye mayhap make trial of our teas? We do 
not advertise, as some folks do : but soil as low as 
any other house." 

"Tou're precious young to have all these good 
things," the girl exclaimed, not unwilling, seemingly, 
to prolong the conversation. " If I was you, and 
stood behind tlie counter, I should be eating figs the 
whole day long." 

" Time was," answered the lad, and not long since 
I tbought so, too, " I thought I never should be tired 
of figs. But my old uncle bade mo take my fill, and 
now in sooth I am aweary of them." 

" I think you gentlemen are always so." the co- 
quette said. 

" Nay, say not so, fair stranger 1 " the youth re- 
plied, his face kindling as he spoke, and his eagle 
eyes flashing fire. '■ Figs pall ; but ! tte Beautiful 
never does ! Figs rot ; but ! the Truthful ia eter- 
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nal. I was torn, lady, to grapple with tte Lofty and 
the Ideal. My soul yearna for the Visionary. I 
stand behind the counter, it is true ; but I ponder 
here upon the deeds of heroes, and muse over the 
thoughts of sages. What is grocery for one who hfis 
ambition? What sweetness hath Muscovado to him 
who hath tasted of Poesy 1 The Ideal, lady, I often 
think, is the true Seal, and the Actual but a visionary 
hallucination. But pardon me ; with what may I 
serve thee?" 

" I came only for sispenn'orth of tea-dust," the 
girl said, with a faltering voice ; " but 0, I should 
like to he'll jou speak on for ever ! '' 

Only for sixponn'orth of tea-duat? Girl, thou 
earnest for othei things i Thou lovedst hii voice ? 
Sj wh t w th w t h y f th n w ( He 

d ftl 1 p th p k t nd pi It tl 1 ttle 

1 1 Sh J I f h m 11 p ir h nd with a 

f w 11 g] f h lu t y h 1 ft him. 

'^h p d 1 wlj th ugh th p tl 1 1 n a mo- 

t wit tl wd It w n n in 

Chj AdG edeBr e wa.al 
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d the following episodical chapter 
in preference to any relating to tie mere story of 
.George Baknwell, with which most readers are 
familiar. 

Up to this passage (extracted from the^heginning 
of Vol, ii.) the talo is briefly thus :— 

That rogue of a Millwood has come back every 
day to the grocer's shop in Chepe, wanting some sugar, 
or some nutmeg, or some figs, half-a-dozen times in 
the week. 

She and Geouge de Barnwell have vowed to 
each other an eteraal attachment. 

This flame acts violently upon George. His 
bosom swells with ambition. His genius breaks out 
prodigiously. He talis about the Good, the Beau- 
tiful, the Ideal, &o., in and out of all season, and is 
virtuous and eloquent almost beyond belief — in fact 
like Devebeux, or P. Clifporo, or E. Aram, Es- 
quires, 
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Inspired by Millwood & Love, George robs the 
till, and mingles in the world which he is destined to 
ornamont. He outdoes all the dandies, all the wits, 
all the scholars, and all the voluptuaries of the age — 
an indefinite period of time between Qubbh Ahn and 
Q-EOKGB II.— dines with Ctjuli. at St. John's gate, 
pinks Colonel CnAitTEais in a duel behind Montague 
House, is initiated into the intrigues of the Cheva- 
LIEB. St. George, whom ho entertains at his sump- 
tuous pavillion at Hampstead, and likewise in disguise 
at the shop in Cheapsidc. 

His nnclo, the owner of the shop, a surly cur- 
mudgeon with very little taste for the True and the 
Beautiful, has retired from business to the pastoral 
village in Cambridgeshire from which the noble Barn- 
wells came, George's cousin Annabel is, of course, 
m d w t! t J f him. 

& t fl g m y he remarked in the 

g ! II t 1 ttl h pt but it must be re- 
in mb d th t th th w h d to present an age 
t gl d th d 1 quite as fine and 

correct as that in the " Last of the Barons," or in 
" Eugene Aram," or other works of our author, in 
wliich Sentiment and History, or the True and the 
Beautiful, are united. 
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CHAP. XXIV. 



Those who frequent the dismal and enormous 
Mansions of Silence which society has raised to 
Ennui in that Omphalos of town, Pall Mall, and 
which, because tliey knock you down with their dull- 
ness, are called CluLs no doubt; those who yawn from 
a bay-window ia St. James's Street, at a half-score of 
other dandies gaping from another hay-window over 
the way; those who consult a dreary evening, paper 
for news, or satisfy themselves with the jokes of the 
miserable Punch, by way of wit; the men about 
town of the present day, in a word, can have but little 
idea of London some six or eight score j-eara back. 
Thou pudding-sided old dandy of St. James's Street, 
with thy lackered boots, thy dyed whiskers, and thy 
suffocating waistband, what art thou to thy brilliant 
predecessor in the same quarter? The Brougham 
from which thou descendeat at the portal of the Carl- 
ton or the Travellers', is like every body else's ; thy 
black coat has no more plaits, nor buttons, nor fancy 
in it than thy neighbour's ; thy tat was made on the 
very block on which Lord Addlepate's was cast, 
who baa just entered the Club before thee. You and 
he yawn together out of the same omnibus-bos every 
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night; you fancy yourselves men of pleasure; you 
fancy yourselves men of faaliion ; you fancy your- 
selves men of taste; in fancy, in taste, in opinion, in 
philosophy, the newspaper legislates ^for you; it is 
there yOK get your jokes, and your ttoughts, and 
your facts aud your ■wisdom — poor Pall Mall dullards. 
Stupid slaves of the press, on that ground which you 
at present occupy, there were men of wit and pleasure 
and fashion, some five-and-twenty lustres ago. 

We are at Button's^ — the well-known sign of the 
Turk's Head. The crowd of periwigged heads at the 
windows — the swearing chairman round the steps 
(the blazoned and coronaUed panels of whose vehicles 
denote the lofty rank of their owners),— the throng of 
embroidered beaux entering or departing, and render- 
ing the air fragrant with the odours of pnlvillio and 
pomander, proclaim the celebrated resort of London's 
Wit and Fashion. It is the corner of Eegent Street. 
Carlton House has not yet been taken down. 

A stately gentleman in crimson velvet and gold 
is sipping chocolate at one of the tables, in earnest 
converse with a friend whose suit is likewise embroi- 
dered, but stained by time, or wine mayhap, or wear. 
A little deformed gentleman in iron-gray is reading 
ii^e Mm-ni?igChronick iievBpa^ei by the fire, while a 
divine, with a broad brogue and a shovel hat and 
cassock is talking freely with a gentleman, whose star 
and riband, as well as the unmtstakeable beauty of 
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his Phidian eountenaace, proclaima him to he a mem- 
ber of Britain's aristocracy. 

Two ragged youths, the one tall, gaiont, clumsy 
and scrofulous ; the other with a wild, careless, heau- 
tiful look, evidently indicating Race, are gazing in at 
the window, not merely at the crowd in the oelehrated 
Club, but at Timothy, the waiter, who is removing 
a plate of that exquisite dish, the muffin (then newly 
invented), at the desire of some of the revellers 
within, 

"I would, Sam," said the wild youth to his com- 
panion, " that I had some of my Mother Maccles- 
field's gold, to enahle us to cat of those oatos and 
mingle with yon springalds and beaux." 

" To vaunt a knowledge of the stoical philosophy," 
said the youth addressed as Sam, " might elicit a 
smile of incredulity upon the cheek of the parasite of 
pleasure; but there are moments in life when History 
fortifies endurance ; and past study renders present 
deprivation more bearable. If our pecuniary re- 
sources be exiguous, let our resolution, Dick, supply 
the deficiencies of Fortune. The muffin we desire 
to-day would little benefit us to-morrow. Poor and 
hungry, as we are, arc we less happy, Bick, than yon 
listless voluptuary who banquets on the food which 
you covet 1 " 

And the two lads turned away up Waterloo Place, 
and past the Parthenon Club-house, and disappeared 
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to take a meal of oow-teel at a neighbouring cook's 
skop. Their namea were Samctel Johnson and 
EiOKARD Savage. 

Meanwhile the conversation at Button's was fast 
and brilliant. " By Wood's thirteens, and the divvle 
go wid. 'em," cried the Chuveh dignitary in the cas- 
sock, "is it in blue and goold ye are this morning, 
Bib Richard, when you ought to be in seebles!" 

"Who's dead, Dean?" said the nobleman, tho 
dean's companion. 

"Eais, mee Lard Bolingbroke, as sure as moe 
name's Jonathan Swift — and I'm not so sure of 
that neither, for who knows kis fntker'a name ? — 
there's been a mighty cruel murther committed en- 
tirely. A cbild of Dick Steele's has been barba- 
rously slain, dthrawn, and quarthered, and it's Joe 
Addison jondtker has done it. Teshould have kill- 
ed one of your own, Joe, ye thief of the world." 

" I !" said the amazed and Bionr HosouKAiiLB 
JosErH Addison; "I kill Dick's child ! IwasGod- 
fitther to the last." 

" And promised a cup and never sent it," Djck 
ejaculated, Joseph looked grsive. 

" The child I mean is Sir Roger de Coverley, 
KfiiGHT AND Baroket. What made ye kill him, ye 
savage Mohock 1 The whole town is in tears about 
the good knight ; all the ladies at Ohwrch this after- 
noon were in mourning; all tte booksellers are wild; 
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and LiNTOT saya not a third of tie copies of the Spec- 
tator are sold ainoe the death of the brave old gen- 
tleman And the Dean or St. PAxmcK'a pulled 
out tK Specfatot newspaper, containing the well- 
known jaasage reg'irdm^ Sia Boger's death, "I 
hou^ht it but mw m Wellington-street," he a aid ; 

the news boy? were howl ng all down the Strand." 
" What a miraole is aenius— Genina, the Divino 
and Beautiful," said a gentleman loaning against the 
same fire-place with the deformed cavalier in iron-grey, 
and addreasing that individual, who was in fact Mb, 
Alexander Popj^, "what a maireUoua gift is this, 
and royal privilege of Art ! To make tie Ideal more 
credible than the Actual : to enchain our hearts, to 
command our hopea, our regreta, our tears, for a mere 
brain-horn Emanation : to invest with life the Incor- 
poreal, and to glamour the cloudy into substance, — 
these are the lofty privileges of the Poet, if I have 

eal poeay aright; and T am as familiar with the 
soun 1 that rang from Homer's lyre, as with the 
st a wl ch celebrate tho loss of Bblinda's lovely 
lo ks ("U Pope blushed and bowed, highly delight- 

d)— - tl e, I say, sir, are the privileges of tho Poot 
—the Poietes — the Maker — ho moves tho world, and 
asks no lever ; if he cannot charm death into life as 
Orpheus feigned to do, he can create Beauty out of 
Naught, and defy Death by rendering Thought Eter- 
nal, Ho I Jemmy, another fiask of Nantz," 
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Aud the boy — for he who addressed the most 
brilliant company of wits in Europe was little more 
— emptied the contents of the brandy-flask into a sil- 
ver flagon, and quafl'ed it gaily to the health of the 
company assembled. 'Twas the third he had taken 
during the sitting. Presently, and with a graceful 
salute to the Society, he quitted the coffee-house, and 
was seen entering on a magnificent Arab p^t the 
National Gallery. 

" Who is yon spark in blue and silver ? He beats 
Joe AdmsoNj himself, in drinking, and pious Job is 
the greatest toper in the three kingdoms," Dick 
Steele said good-naturedly. 

" His paper in the Spectator beats thy best, Dick, 
thou sluggard," the Right Honourable Mr. Addi- 
son exclaimed. " He is the author of that famous No. 
996, for which you have all been giving me the 
credit." 

"The rascal foiled me at capping versos," Dean 
Swift said ; " and won a tenpenny piece of me, plague 
take him ! " 

" He has suggested an emendation in my ' Homer,' 
which proves him a delicate scholar," BIu. Pope ex- 
claimed. 

" He knows more of the French king than any 
man I have met with; and we must have an eye upon 
him," said Lord Bolingeuoke, then Secretary of 
State for Foreign Affairs, and beckoning a suspicious- 
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looking person who was drinking at a side-table, whia- 
pered to hiui something. 

Meantime who was he 1 where was he, this youth 
who had struel: all the wits of London with admira- 
tion? His galloping charger had returned to the 
City ; his splendid court-suit was doffed for the 
citizen's gabardine and grocer's humble apron. 

G-BORGE BE Barnwell was in Chepe — in Cliepe, 
at the feet of Martha Millwood. 
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" Quid nie moUibus impHcas lacertis. rtij El- 
LiBou ? Nay," Geokge added, a faint smile illumining 
his wan but noble features, " why speak to thee in 
the accents of the Eomaa poet, which thou oompre- 
hendost not ? Bright One, there be other things in 
Life, in JSatuie, in this Inscrutable Labyrinth, this 
Heart on which thou leanest, which are equally unin- 
telligible to thee ! Yes, ray pretty one, what is the 
Unintelligible but the Ideal? what is the Ideal but 
the Beautiful ? what the Beautiful but the Eternal ? 
And the Spirit of Man that would commune with 
these is like Him who wanders by the thina polupk- 
loisboio thalasses, and shrinks awe-struck before that 
Azure Mystery." 
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Emily's eyes filled with fresh-gusbing dew. " Speak 
on. speak ever thus, my G-BOReE," she exclaimed. 
Barnwell's chains rattled as the confiding girl clung 
to him. Even Snobgin, the Turnkey appointed to 
sit with the Prisoner, was affected hj his uohle and 
appropriate language, and also burst into tears. 

"Tou weep, my Snoggin," the Boy ^ail ' and 
why? Hath Life been so charming to mo that I 
should wish to retain it? Hath Pleasuie no aftei 
Weariness 1 Ambition no Deception ; Weiltb no 
Care; and Glory no Mockery! Psha I I im sick 
of Success, palled of Pleasure, weary of Wine and 
Wit, and — nay, start not, my Adelaide— and 
Woman. I fling away all these things as the Tojb 
of Boyhood. Life is the Soul's Nursery. I am a 
Man, and pine for the Illimitable ! Mark you me ! 
Has the Morrow any terrors for me, think ye? Did 
Socrates falter at Ms poison? Did Seneca blench 
in his bath? Did Brutus shirk tho sword when his 
Great Stake was lost ? Did even weak Cleopatra 
shrink from tho Serpent's fatal nip? and why should 
I ? Mj great Hazard hath been played, and I pay 
my forfeit. Lie sheathed in my heart, thou flashing 
Blade ! Welcome to my Bosom, thou faithful Ser- 
pent ; I hug thee, peace-bearing Image of the Eter- 
nal ! Ha, the hemlock cup ! Fill high, boy, for my 
soul is thirsty for the Infinite I Get ready the bath, 
friends; prepare nie for the feast of To-morrow — 
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bathe my limbs in oiiours, and put ointment in ray 
hair." 

" Has for a bath," Snoggin interposed, " they're 
not to be ad in this ward of the prison ; but I duasay 
HeinMr will git yoii a little boil for your air." 

The Prisoned One laughed loud and merrily. 
" My guardian understands me not, pretty one — and 
thou? what sayst thou? from those dear lips me- 
tbinka — -plura sunt oscula quam senlentiee — I tiss 
away thy tears, dove ! — they will flow apace when I 
am gone, then they will dry, and presently these fair 
eyes will shine on another, as they have beamed on 
poor George Baunweli.. Yet wilt thou not all 
forget him, sweet one. He was an honest fellow, and 
had a kindly heart, for all the world said — " 

" That, that he had," cried the gaoler and the 
girl in voices gurgling with emotion. And you who 
read ! you unconvicted Convict — you, murderer, 
thoagh haply you have slain bo one — you. Felon in 
posse, if not in esse — deal gently with one who has 
nsed the Opportunity that has failed thee — and be- 
lieve that the Truthful and the Beautiful bloom 
sometimes in tie dock and the convict's tawny Ga- 
bardine ! 

Ill the matter for which he suffered, George 
could never be brought to acknowledge that he was 
at all in the wrong. '' It may be an error of judg- 
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ment," he ssud to the Venerable Chaplain of the 
gaol, " but it is no crime. Were it Crime, I should 
feel Kemorse, Where there is no Eemorse, Crime 
cannot exist. I am not sorry : therefore, I am inno- 
cent, la the proposition a fair one ? " 

The excellent Doctor admitted that it was not to 
be contested. 

" And wherefore. Sir, should I have sorrow," the 
Boy resumed, "for ridding the world of a sordid 
worm ; * of a man whose very soul was dross, and 
who never had a feeling for the Truthful and 
the Beautiful? Wlicn I t d 1 f my uncle in 
the moonlight, in the g d f th ancestral halls 
of the De Barkwell I f It th t it was the 
Nemesis come to ove tl w h n Dog/ I said 

to the trembling slave, t 11 m wl thy Gold is. 
Thou hast no use for it I n p n 1 t in relieving 
the Poverty on which th u t n pi t ; in aiding 
Science, which thou know t n t n uplifting Art, to 

*Thi3 ia a g [lit th Ijn t t as 

pressed mudi mt 1 q fly (b ;, m f 

Sugene Aram : — Th b mm; d lb L w — tl 

resplendent visjon lb ra d — th bl ftsp % tl t 

have lifted me HO ofte ftn ae dlj1h=otllm,tht 
whether for good or ill, I am the thing of an immoi-talitj, and 
the creature of a God. « • » » i iiave de- 
stroyed a man noxious to the world ; with the wealth by which 
he afflided society, I liavc been tlie means of blessing many." 
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which thou art hlind. Give Gold, and thou art free,' 
But lie spake not, and I slew him." 

" I TOOuW aot Imve this doctrine vulgarly promul- 
gated," said the admirable chaplain, " for its general 
practice might chance to do harm. Thou, my son, 
the Refined, the GEontle, tie Loving and Beloved, the 
Poet and Sage, urged bj what 1 cannot but think a 
grievous error, hast appeared as Avcngtr Think 
what would be the world's condition, were men with 
out any Yearning after the Ideal to attempt to reor 
ganise Society, to redistribute Property, to avenge 
Wrong." 

" A rabble of pigmies sealing Heaven," said the 
noble, though misguided young Prisoner. " Prosie- 
THEus was a G-iant, and he fell" 

'■ Tea, indeed, my brave youth ! " the benevolent 
Dr. Fuzz^vin esclaimed, clasping the Prisoner's mar- 
ble and manacled hand ; " and tho Tragedy of To- 
morrow wUl teaeh the World that Homicide is not to 
be permitted even to the most amiable G-enius, and 
tiiat the lover of the Ideal and the Beautiful, as thou 
art, my sou, must respect the Eeal likewise." 

" Look ! here is supper I " cried BaEwwELL gaily. 
" This is the Real, Doctor ; let us respect it and fall 
to." He partook of the meal as joyously as if it had 
been one of his early fcstals ; but the worthy chap- 
lain could scarcely eat it for tears. 
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PHIL. EOGARTY,— A Tai 
Onety-onet 



I. 



The gation was oura. After two hours' 
were in possession of tiie first emhrasure, and made 
ouTselyes as comfortable as circumstances would 
mit. Jack Delambre, Tom Delancy, Jebuy Bi,. 
the Doctor, and myself, sate down under a ponti 
and our servants laid out a hasty supper on a turn- 
hril. Though Cambaceres had escaped 
vokmglj after I cut him down, liis spoils 
a cold fowl and a Bologna sausage were found in the 
Marshal's holst«rs ; and in the haversack of a French 
private who lay a corpse on the glacis, we found a 
loaf of bread, his three days' ratioa. Instead of salt, 
we had gunpowder ; and you may be sure, wherever 
the Doctor was, a flask of good brandy was behind 
him in his instrument- case. Wo sate down and macle 
a soldier's supper. The Doctor pulled a few of the 
delicious fruit from the lemon trees growing near 
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(and I'ound ivliioli tlie CiiraliLiiiora and the 24th Legcr 
had maclo a desperate rally), and punch was brewed 
in Jack Delahere's helmet. 

" Faith, it never had so much wit in it before," 
said the Doctor, as he ladled out tte drink. We all 
roared with laughing, eicept the guardsman, who 
was as savage as a Turk at a christening, 

" Buve^-en" said old Sawtiones to our Erenoh 
prisoner ^ra vous fera du bien, mon vieux coq .'" 
and the Colonel, whose wound had been just dressed, 
eagerly ^ra'*jed at the proffered cup, and drained it 
with 1 1 Lilth to the donors. 

Hew strange are the chances of war ! But half-an- 
hour before he and I were engaged in mortal combat, 
and our prisoner was all but my conqueror. Grap- 
pling with Gamisaoeues, whom I had knocked from 
his horse, and was about to dispatch, I felt a Innge 
behind, which luckily was parried by my sabretache ] 
a herculean grasp was at the next instant at my 
throat — I was on the ground~my prisoner had es- 
caped, and a gigantic warrior in the uniform of a 
colonel of the regiment of Artois glaring over me 
with pointed sword. 

" Rends toi, cogv,i7i ! " said he, 

" Mkz au IHa&k," said I, " a FociArvXv never sur- 
renders." 

I thought of my poor motlier and my sisters, at 
the old house in Killaloo — 1 felt the tip of his blade 
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Q my teeth — I breathed a prayer, and shut my 
eyes — when the tables were turned — the butt-end of 
Lanty Clancy's musket knocked the sword up and 
broke the arm that held it. 

" Tkonamoundiaoul nabochlish," said the French. 
ofE.oer, with, a curse in the purest Irish. It was 
lueky I stopped laughing time enough to bid Lamty 
hold his hand, for the honest fellow would else have 
brained my gallant adversary. We were the better 
frienda for our combat, as what gallant hearts are 
not? 

The breach was to be stormed at sunset, and like 
true soldiers we sate down to make the most of our 
time. The rogue of a Doctor took the liver-wiug for 
his share— we gare the other to our guest, a prisoner ; 
those scoundrels Tom Pelamere and Jack Delancy 
took the legs — -and, faith, poor I was put off with the 
Pope's-nose and a bit of the back. 

"How d'ye like his Holiness's /a^^Mj-e .' " said 
Jekry Blake. 

" Any tow you'll have a merry thought," cried the 
incorrigible Doctor, and all the party shrieked at the 
witticism. 

" De mortuis nil nisi ionum," said Jack, holding 
up the drum-stick clean. 

" Faith, there's not enough of it to make us chicken- 
hearted, anyhow," said I ; " come, hoys, let's have a 
song." 
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" Here goes," said Tom Delakcy, and sang the fol- 
lowing IjriOj of his OWE composition : — 

" Deal- Jaoe, tliia -wliite mug that with GoDwrna I SH, 
And diink to the health of sweet Nam of the Hil], 
Was oii«o Tommy ToaspoT's, as jovial a soi, 
Aa e'er drew a api^ot^ or drained a full pot — 
In drinkiog. all round 'twas his joy to sm'paas, 
And with all nierjy tipplers he swigg'd ofFhia glaaa. 

" One moiidng in aammer, while seated so snug, 
In tie poroli of his gardej), diseussing his jug, 
Stern. Death, on a sudden, to Tom: did appear. 
And said ' Honest Thomas, come lake your last bier ;' 
"We kneaded his elay in the shape of tliifl can. 
From which let ua drink to tlie health of wj Nan." 

" Psha !" said the Doctor, " I've heard that song 
before ; here's a new one for you, boys ! " and Saw- 
bones began, in a rich Coritagian voice — 

"You've all heard of Lahhy O'TooLEi 
Of the beautiful town of Dnimgoole ; 
He had but one eye, 
To ogle ye by — 
O, murther, but that was a jew'l I 

A fool 
He made of de girls, dis OToolb. 



■' 'Twaa he was the boy didnt fait. 
That tuck down patatiea and mal ; 
He never would shvini 
Fi'om any sthrorg dthrlnit, 
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Waa it whisky or Drogljeda ale; 

I'mbaU 
This Lahrv would swallow a pail. 

" 0, many a night, at the bowl, 
With Lakkt IVe sot dieek by jowl ; 
lie's gone to his rest, 
Where there's dthrink of the best. 
And BO let us give his old sow! 

A howl, 
For 'twas he made the co^n to rowJ." 

I obseryed tho French Colonel's eye glisten, aa lie 
heard these well-known accents of his country ; but 
we were too well-bred to pretend to remark his 
emotion. 

The sun was setting behind the mountains as our 
songs were finished, and each began to look out with 
some anxiety for the preconcerted signal, the rocket 
from Siu Htissey Vivian's quarters, which was to 
announce the recommencement of hostilities It came 
just as the moon rose in her silver splendour, and ero 
the rocket-stick fell quivering to tho earth at the feet 
of CrEKERAL PicTON and Sir. Lowey Cole, who were 
at their posts at tho head of the storming parties, 
nine hundred-and-ninety-nine guns in position opened 
their fire from our batteries, which were answered by 
a tremendous cannonnado from the fort. 

" Who's going to dance," said the Doctor, ■■ the 
ball's begun. Ha ! there goes poor Jack Delamerb's 
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Iicad off! The ball chose a soft cue. any bow. Come 
here, Tim, till I mend your leg. Your wife lias need 
oily knit half as many stockings next year, Doolan, 
my boy. Faix ! there goes a big one had well nigh 
stopped my talking ; bedad i it has snuffed the 
feather off my cocked hat !" 

In ttiiWT.^ withc Jit^ fonipoundeisroaringover 
ua like hail the undiunted 1 ttle doctor pursued hia 
jokes an 1 hi" dutj That he had a feebng heart, all 
who sen el with hm knew and none more so than 
Philip Togarti the hurnl Ic writer ot this tale of 

Our embid'^urc was 1 1 kilj beml ] r of, and the 
detachment of the ^ llant Oncty onetli under my 
orders, uffered comp'iri.tii cly little Be cool, boys," 
I said ; xt w U be hot enough woik f r j on ere long." 
The honest fellows answered with an Iiist cheer. I 
saw that it affected our prisoner. 

" Countryman," said I, "I know you; hut an Irish- 
man was never a traitor." 

" Taisez-vous !" said he, putting his finger to hia 
lip. " Cest la fortune de la guerre : if ever you 
come to Paris, ask for the MAinams n' O'Mahony, 
and I may render you the hospitality which your 
tyrannous laws prevent me from exercising in the 
ancestral halls of my own race." 

I shook him wai'mly by the hand as a tear bedim- 
med bis eye. It was, then, the celebrated colonel of 
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the Irish Brigade created a Marquia by Napoleon 
on the field of Austerlitz ! 

" Marciuia," said I, "the countrywhich disowns 
you is proud of you ■ hut — ^ha i here, if I mistake not, 
comes our aiyi 1 to ad an And n fa t Cap n 

Vandeletir d n up th o^ th 1 w f h t 
asked for th mm nd f th 1 t I n nt a 1 
bade me hold n j If I n t m us 

the flank eo i n t th \ n tj n nth d Sixty 
sixth, and th G n d B g d f th G m a 
Legion began t ad n ui th hi Th d 

voted band soon arrived , Jack Bowser headin„ the 
Ninety-ninth, (when was he away and a storming 
party to the fore ?), and the gallant Potztausend with 
his Hanoverian veterans. 

The second rocket flew up. 

" Forward, Onety-oneth !" cried I, in a voice of 
thunder '' Killaloo hoys, follow your captain !" and 
with a shrill hurray, that sounded above the tremen- 
dous fire from the fort, we sprung up the steep; 
Bowser, with the brave Ninety-ninth, and the hold 
Potztausend, keeping well up with us. We passed 
the demilune, we passed the culveriu, bayonetting the 
artillery-men at their guns ; we advanced across the 
two tremendous demilunes which flank the counter- 
scarp, and prepared for the final spriug upon the cit- 
adel. SoTiLT I could see quite pale on the wall ; and 
the scoundrel Cameacbres, who had been so nearly 
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my prisoner that day, trembled as he cheered hia 
men. "On hoys, on!" I hoarsely esclauncd. '' Hur- 
roo," said the fighting Onety-oneth. 

But there was a movement among the enemy. An 
officer, glittering with orders, and another in a grey 
coat and a cocked hat, came to the wall, and I recog- 
nised the Empbroii NiroLBOH and the famous Joa- 
chim MuRAT. 

" We are hardly pressed, methinks," Napoleon 
said, sternly. " I must exercise my old trade as an 
artillery-man ;" and Murat loaded, and the EmrEROR 
pointed the only huiidred-and-twenty-four pounder 
that had not been silenced by our fire. 

" Hurray, KiUaloo boys !" shouted I. The nest 
moment a sensation of numbness and death seized 
me, and I lay like a corpse upon the rampart. 

II. 

" Hush !" said a voice, which I recognised to be that 
of the Marqihs de Mahony. "Heaven be praised, 
reason has returned to you. For sis weeks those 
are the only sane words I have heard from you." 

" Pais, and 'tis thrue for you. Colonel dear," cried 
another voice, with which I was even more familiar ; 
'twas that of my honest and gallant Lanty Glahcy, 
who was blubbering at my bedside, overjoyed at his 
master's recovery. 
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"Oniusta! Mastheu Piiii.. AgraJi ! liiit ttiswill 
bo the great day intirely, when I send off the news, 
whioh I would, barria' I can't write, to the lady, 
your mother, and your sisters, at Castle Fogarty ; 
and 'tie his Eiv'renee Father LtikewSU jumpforjoy 
thin, when he reads the letthur ! Sis weeks ravin' 
and roarin' aa bould as a lion, and as mad ae Mioii 
Malony's pig, that mistuek Mick's wig for a cabbage, 
and died of atiu' it I" 

" And have I then lost my senses ? " I esclaimed 
feebly. 

" Sure, didn't ye call mc your beautiful Donna 
Anna only yesterday, and eateb hould of me whiskers 
as if they were the Signora'e jet black ringlets?" 
Lantt cried. 

At this moment, and blushing deeply, the most 
beautiful young creature I ever set my eyes upon, 
rose from a chair at the foot of the bed, and sailed 
out of the room. 

" Confusion ! you blundering rogue,' ' I cried, "who 
is that lovely lady whom you frightened away by 
your impertinence. Donna Akna? Where am I?" 

" You are in good hands, Philip," said the Col- 
onel; "you are at my house in the Place Vend6me, 
at Paris, of which I am the Military Governor, You 
and Lakty were knocked down by the wind of the 
cannon-ball at Burgos. Do not be ashamed : 'twas 
the Emperor pointed the gun;" and the Colonel took 
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off Kia hat aa he mentioned the name darling to 
France. " When our troops retm-ned from the sally 
in which your gallant storming party was driven back, 
you were found on the glacis, and I had you brought 
into the city. Tour reason had loft you, however, 
when yo« returned to life ; but, unwilling to desert 
theeon of my old friend, PiiiLir FoGAr,TY,who saved 
my life in '98, I brought you in my carriage to 
Paris." 

" And mauj's the time yon tried to jiimp out of 
the windy, Masther Phil," said Clancy. 

"Brought you to Paris," resumed the Colonel, 
smiling ; " where, by the soins of my friends Bgous- 
SAis, Beqtjirol, and Bakon Larrey, you have been 
restored to health, thank Heaven 1" 

" And that lovely angel who quitted the apart^ 
ment ? " I cried. 

" That lovely angel is the Lady Blanche Saes- 
piELC, my ward, a descendant of the gallant Lucam, 
and who may be, when she chooses, Madame la Ma- 

RECHALE DB CaMBACERES, DuCHESS OP IlLYRIA." 

" Why did you deliver the rufSan when he was in 
my grasp ? " I cried. 

"Why did Lanty deliver you when in mine!" 
the Colonel replied. '-(Test la faitune de la guerre^ 
7>iongar^on; but calm yourselfand take this potion 
which Blanche has prepared for you," 

I drank the tisane eagerly when I lieard whose 
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fair hands had compounded it, and its effects were 
Bpeedilj beneficial to me, for I sank into a eool and 
refreshing slumber. 

From that day I began to mend rapidly, with all 
the elaeticity of youth's happy time. Blanche — the 
enchanting BLAUcnE — ministered henceforth to me, 
for I would take no medicine but from her lily hand. 
And what were the cfEeota ? Eaith, ere a month 
was past, the patient was over head and ears in love 
with the doctor; and as for Baron Laerey, and 
BitoussAiB, and E&quirol, they were sent to the 
right-about. In a short time I was in a situation to 
do justice to the gigot avz navels, the iauf auz 
cornichons, and the other delicious entremets of the 
Marquis's board, with an appetite that astonished 
some of the Frenchmen who frequented it 

" Wait till he's quite well. Miss," said Lanty, who 
waited always behind me. " Faith ! when he's in 
health, rd back Hm to ate a cow, barrin' the horna 
and teel." I sent a deeanter at the rogue's head, by 
way of answer to his impertinence. 

Although the disgusting Cambaceres did his best 
to have my parole withdrawn from me, and to cause 
me to he sent to the English depfit of prisoners at 
Verdun, the Marquis's interest with the Emperor 
prevailed, and I was allowed to remain at Paris, the 
happiest of prisoners at the Colonel's hotel at the 
Place Vcnddme, I here had the opportunity (an op- 
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portunity not lost, I flatter myself, on a young fellow 
with the aceomplishments of Philip Fogak-ty, Esq.) 
of mixing with the dite of Erenoh society, and meet- 
ing with many of the great, the beautiful, and the 
hrave. Talleykamd waa a frocinent guest of the 
Marquis's. His Ion-mots nsed to keep the table in 
a roar. Ney frequently took his chop with us ; 
Mtjrat, when in town, constantly dropt in for a cup 
of tea and friendly round game. Alas ! who would 
have thought those two gallant heads would be so 
soon laid low? Mj wife has a pair of ear-rings which 
the latter, who always wore them, presented to her — 
but we are advancing matters. Anybody could see, 
" avec un demi-ce-U" as the Prince of Benevent re- 
marked, how affairs went between me and Blanche ; 
but though she loathed him for his cruelties and the 
8 of his person, the brutal Cameacbues still 
d his designs upon her, 

I recollect, it was on St. Patrick's Day. My 
lovely friend had procured, from the gardens of the 
Empbess Josephine, at Malmaison, (whom we loved 
a thousand times more than her Austrian successor, a 
sandy-haired woman, between ourselves, with an 
odious sijuint,) a quantity of shainroek wherewith to 
garnish the hotel, and all the Irish in Paris were in- 
vited to the national festival, 

I and Peince Talleyrand danced a double horn- 
pipe with Pal'line Bonaparte and Madame de 
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Stael j Marshal Soui.t went down a, eouple of sets 
with Madame Eecamier ; and Robespierre's widow 
— an excellent, gentle creature, quito unlike her hus- 
band—stood up with the Austkian Ameassahor. 
Besides, the famous artists Baeon G-ros, Davib and 
Nicholas Poussin, and Oakova, who was in town 
making a statue of tto Emperor, for Leo X., and in a 
word all the celehrities of Paris — as my gifted coun- 
trywoman, the wild Irish girl, calls them — were as- 
sembled in the Marquis's elegant receiving-rooms. 

At last a great outcry was raised for La Gigue 
Irlandaise ! La Gigue Hrlandaise ! a dance which 
had made /wrewr amongst the Parisians OYOr since the 
lovely Blanche Sarsfield had danced it. She step- 
ped forward and took me for a partner, and amidst 
the braVos of the crowd, in which stood Nev, Murat, 
Lannes, the Prince op Wagram, and the Austrian 
Amsassador, we showed to the beau monde of the 
French capital, I flatter myself, a not unfavourable 
apecimen of the dance of our country. 

As I was cutting the double-shuffle, and toe-and- 
heeling it in the " rail " style, Blanche danced up to 
mo, smiling, and said, "Be on your guard ; I see Cam- 
EACERES talking to Fottche the Duke of Otranto 
about us — and when Otranto turns his eyes upon a 
man, they bode him no good." 

" Oambaceres is jealous," said I. " I have it," 
says she ; " I'll make him dance a turn with me." 
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the music was going like mad all 
this time, I pretended fatigue from my late wounds, 
and sate down The lovely Blanche -went up smi- 
ling, and brought out Cameaobres as a second 

The Marshal is a lusty man, who mates des- 
perate efforts to give himself a waist, and the effect 
of the esercise upon him was speedily visible. He 
puffed and snorted like a walrus, drops trickled down 
his purple face, while my lovelymisehief of aBLABcHB 
went on daneing at treble quick, tUl she fairly danced 
him down. 

"Who '11 take the flure with me?" said the charm- 
ing girl, animated by the sport. 

"Fais, den, 'tis I, Lanty Clancy!" cried my 
rascal, who had been mad with esoitement at the 
scene ; and, stepping in with a whoop and a huiroo, 
he began to dance with such a rapidity as made all 
present stare. 

As the couple were footing it, there was a noise 
as of a rapid cavalcade traversing the Place Vend6me, 
and stopping at the Marquis's door. A crowd ap- 
peared to mount the stair ; the great doors of the 
reception-room were flung open, and two pages an- 
nounced their Majesties the Emperor and the Em- 
press. So engaged were Lanty and Blanche, that 
they never heard the tumult occasioned by the august 
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It was indeed the Emperor who, returning from 
the Theatro Framjais, and seeing the Marijuis's win- 
dows lighted up, proposed to the Empress to drop in 
on the party. He made signs to the musicians to 
continue : and the conqueror of Marengo and Fried- 
land watched with interest the simple evolutions of 
two happy Irish people. Even the Empress smiled ; 
and, seeing this, al! the courtiers, including Naples 
and Tallevrand, were delighted. 

" Is not this a great day for Ireland ! " said the 
Mai-quis, with a tear trickling down his noble face, 
" Ireland ! my country ! But no more of that. 
Go up, Phil, you divvle, and offer her Majesty the 
choice of punch or negus." 

ni. 

Among the young follows with whom I was most 
intimate in Paris was Eugene Beauhaunais, the son 
of the ill-used and unhappy Josephine by her former 
marriage with a French gentleman of good family. 
Having a smack of the old blood in him, Eugene's 
manners were much more refined than those of the 
new-fangled dignitaries ofthe Emperor's Court; where 
(for my knife and fort were regularly laid at the 
Tuileries) I have seen my poor friend Murat re- 
peatedly mistake a fork for a tooth-pick, and the gal- 
lant Massena devour peas by means of his knife, in a 
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way more innocent than graceful. Talleyrand, 
EuGENR, and I, used often to laugh, at these eccentri- 
cities of our brave friends, who certainly did not 
shine in the drawing-room, however brilliant tliey 
were in tho field of battle. The Emperor always 
asked me to take wine with him, and was full of kind- 
ness and attention. " I like Eugene " (he would say 
to me, pinching my ear confidentially, as his way was,) 
— " I like Edgbne to keep company with such young 
fellows as you ; you have manners ; you have princi- 
ples ; my rogues from tho camp have none. And I 
like you, Philip, my boy," he added, " for being so 
attentive to my poor wife— tho Emfubss Josepjiikb, 
I meac," All these honours made my friends at the 
Marquis's very proud, and my enemies at Court crtaer 
with envy. Among these, the atrocious Cambaceres 
was not the least active and envenomed. 

The cause of the many attentions which were 
paid to me, and which like a vain eoxoomb, I had 
chosen to attribute to my own personal amiability, 
soon was apparent. Having formed a good opinion 
of my gallantry from my conduct in various actions 
and forlorn hopes during the war. the Empehor was 
most anxious to attach me to his service. The grand 
Cross of St. Louis, the title of Count, the command 
of a crack cavalry regiment, the 14ine Ghevaux 
Marins, wore tlio bribes that were actually offered to 
me ; and, must I say it ! Ei.akciie, the lovely, the 
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perSdiows Blanche, was one of the agents employed 
to tempt me to commit this act of treason, 

" Object to cuter a foreign service ! " she said, in 
reply to my refusal. *' It is you, Philip, who are in 
a foreign service. The Irisli nation is in exile, and 
in the territories of its French allies. Irish traitors 
are not here ; they march alone under the accursed 
flag of the Saxon, whom the great Napoleon would 
have swept from the face of the earth, but for the 
fatal valour of Irish mercenaries ! Accept this offer, 
and my heart, my hand, my all are yours. Refuse 
it, Philip, and we part." 

" To wed the abominable Cambaoeres ! " I cried, 
stung with rage. " To wear a duchess's coronet, 
Blanche I Ha, La ! Mushrooms, instead of straw- 
berry-leaves, should decorate the brows of the up- 
start French nobility. I shall withdraw my parole. 
I demand to be sent to prison — to be exchanged— -to 
ijie — anything rather than be a traitor, and the tool 
of a traitress ! " Taking up my hat, I left the room 
ia a fury ; and flinging open the door, tumbled over 
Oambackres, who was listening at the key-hole, and 
must have overheard every word of our conversation. 

"We tumbled over each other, as Blanche was 
shrieking with laughter at our mutual discomfiture. 
Her scorn only made me more mad j and, having 
spurs on, I began digging them into Cambackees' fat 
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sides aa we rolled on the carpet, until the Marsiial 
howled with rage and anger. 

" This insult must be avenged witli blood ! " 
roared the Duke of Illykia. 

'■ I have already drawn it," says I, " with my 

" Malheur et malediction ! " roared the Marshal 

"Hadn't you better settb your wig?" says I, 
offering it to him on the tip of my cane, " and we'll 
arrange time and place when you have put your ja^ey 
in order." I shall never forget the look of revenge 
which he east at roe, as I was thus turning him into 
ridicule before his mistress. 

" Lady Blakche," I continued bitterly, " as you 
look to share the Duke's coronet, hadn't you better 
Bee to his wig 1 " and so saying, I cocked my hat, and 
walked out of the Marquis's place, whistling " Garry- 
owen," 

I knew my man would not be long In foilowicg 
me, and waited for him in the Place Venddme, where 
I luckily met Eugene too, who was looking at the 
picture-shop in the comer. I explained to him my 
affair in a twinkling. He at once agreed to go with 
me to the ground, and commended me, rather than 
otherwisft, for refusing the offer which had been made 
to me. " T knew it would be so," he said, kindly ; 
" I told my father you wouldn't. A man with the 
blood of the Fogarties, Phil, my boy, doesn't wheel 
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alDOut like tlioae fellows of yesterday." So, wten 
Cambacekes came out, which he did presently, with 
a more furious air than before, I handed him at onee 
over to Eugene, wlio bogged him to name a friend, 
and an early hour for the meeting to tako place. 

" Cart you make it before eleven, Phil '! " said 
Beauhaenais. " The Empeeor reviews tJio troops in 
the Bois de Boulogne at that houTj and we might 
fight there handy before the review." 

" Done I " said I. " I want of all things to see 
the newly-arrived Sason cavalry manoeuvre : " on 
whicli Cambaoeees gave me a look, as much as to 
say, " See Sights ! Watch Cavalry manceuvres ! 
Make your sou!, and tako measure for a eofSn, my 
boy ! " walked away, naming our mutual acijuaint- 
anee, Maksiial Ney, to Eugene, as his second in 
the business. 

I had purchased from Mdrat a very fine Irish 
horse, Bugabrjo, out of Smithereens, hy Fadladeen, 
which ran Into the French ranks at Salamanca, with 
poor Jack Clonakilty, of the 13th, dead, on the 
top of him. Bugaboo was too much and too ugly an 
animal for the King op Naples, who, though a 
showy horseman, was a bad rider across country ; and 
I got the horse for a song. A wickeder and uglier 
brute never wore pig-skin ; and I never put my log 
over such a timber-jumper in my life. I rode the 
horse down to the Bois dc Boulogne on the morning 
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that the affair with Cambaceres was to come off, and 
Labty held him as I went in, " sure to win," as they 
say ia the ring, 

Cambacekes was known to be the best shot in 
the Ei'ench army ; but I, who am. a pretty good hand 
at a snipe, thought a man was bigger, and that I 
could wing him if I had a mind. As soon as Ney 
gave the word, we both fired : I felt a whizz past my 
left ear, and putting up my hand there, found a large 
piece of ray whiskers gone; whereas at the same 
moment, and shrieking a horrible malediction, my ad- 
versary reeled and fell. 

" Mon Dieu, il est mort ! " cried Ney. 

" Pas de tout" said Beauuaenais. " Ecoute ; il 
J we ton jours." 

And such, indeed, was the fact: the supposed 
dead man laj- nn the ground cursing moat frightfully. 
We went up to him he was blind with the loss 
of blood, and my ball had carried off' the bridge of 
his nose. He recovered j but he was always called 
the Prince of Ponterotto in the French army, after- 
wards. The surgeon in attendance having taken 
charge o£ this unfortunate warrior, we rode off to the 
review, where Nev and Eugene were on duty at the 
head of their respective divisions, and where, by the 
way, Cambaceres, as the French say, " se faisait 
disirer." 

It was arranged that Cambaceres' division of 
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six battalions and nine-and-twonty squadrons stould 
execute a ricochet movement, supported by artillery in 
the intervals, and converging by different epaulements 
on tte light infantry, that formed, as usual, the centre 
of the line. It was by this famous monceuvre that at 
Areola, at Montenotte, at Friedland, and subsequently 
at Mazagran, SuwiROPP, Prince Charles, and 
G-ENERAL Castanos woro defeated with such victo- 
rious slaughter : but it is a movement which, I need 
not tell every military man, requires the greatest 
delieaey of execution, and which, if it fails, plunges 
an army into confusion. 

"Where is the Duke of Illyria?" NAroLEoN 
asked. "At the head of his division, no doubt," said 
McRAT : at which Eugene, giving nae an arch look, 
put his hand to his nose, and caused me almost to fall 
off my horse with laughter. Napoleon looked 
sternly at me ; but at this moment the troops getting 
in motion, the celebrated manceuvre began, and His 
Majesty's attention was taken off from my impudence. 
Milhaud's Dragoons, their bands playing Vive 
Henri Quatre, their cuirasses gleaming in the sun- 
shine, moved upon their own centre from the left 
flank in the most brilliant order, while the Carbineers 
of FoY, and the Grenadiers of the Guard under 
Drouet d'Erlon, executed a carambolade on the 
right, with the precision which became those veteran 
troops j but the Chasseurs of the young guard, march- 
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ing by twos instead of threes, bore consequently 
upon the Bavarian Uhlans {an ill- disciplined and ill- 
affeoted body}, and then, falling back in disorder, be- 
came entangled with the artillery and the left centre 
of the line, and in one instant thirty thousand men 
were in inextricable confusion. 

" Clubbed, by Jabers !" roared out Lai^ty Clancy. 
"I wish we could show 'em the Eighting Onety- 
oneth, Captain, darling." 

" SOence, fellow ! " I cselaimed. I never saw 
tlxe face of man express passion so vividly as now did 
the livid coimtenance of Napoleon. He tore off 
General Milhaud's epaulettes, whiot he flung into 
Fox's face. He glared about him wildly like a 
demon, and shouted hoarsely, for the Duke of Illy- 
RiA. " He is wounded, Sire," said Gbkeral Foy, 
wiping a tear from his eye, which was blackened by 
the force of the blow ; '■ he was wounded an hour 
hence in a duel. Sire, by a young English prisoner, 
Monsieur, he Fogarty." 

"Wounded! a Marshal of France wounded I 
Where is the Englishman? Bring him out, and 
let a file of grenadiers" — 

" Sire I " interposed Edgbke. 

" Let him be shot !" shrieked the Emperor, shak- 
ing his spy-glass at me with the fury of a fiend. 

This was too much. " Here goes !" said I, and 
rode slap at him. 
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There was a shriek of terror from the whole of 
the French army, and I should think at least forty 
thousand guDS were levelled at me in an instant. 
But as the muskets were not loaded and the cinnon 
had only wadding in them, thovo facts, I presume, 
saved the life of Piiii, Fo&arti iiom this di«ehaige 

Knowing mj horse, I put him at the EMPmoR a 
head, and Bugaboo went at it like a &hot He was 
riding his famous white Aral), ind turned quite pak 
as I came up and went over the horse and the Em 
PEROR, scarcely brushing the cockide which he woie 

" Bravo I " said Mtjeat, bursting into enthusiasm 
at the leap. 

" Gut him down ! " said Sieyes, once an Ahb§, 
but now a gigantic Cuirassier ; and he made a pass at 
me with his sword. But he little knew an Irishman 
on. aa Irish horse. Bugaboo cleared Sibyes, and 
fetched the monster a slap with his near hind hoof 
which sent him reeling from his saddle, — and away I 
went, with an army of a hundred-and-seventy-throo 
thousand eight hundred men at my heels. ***** 
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It was upon one of thoie balmy evenings of No- 
vember which aro onl> known in the vallejs ot Lan- 
guedoc and among thi, moimtams of Alaaci- that two 
cavaliers migtt hi^ e been perceived by the niked eye 
threading one of thi, rocky and romantic gn^ea th it 
skirt tlio mountain land httweLQ the M^rne and the 
Gfaronnc. The rosy tints of the diclining luminiry 
were gilding the piaks and eiags which lined the 
path, through whi:,h tho horsemen wound ''lowly ; 
and as those eternal battlements with which Nature 
had hemmed in the ravme which our travellers trod, 
blushed with tho last tints of the fading sunlight, the 
valley helow was grey and darkling, and the hard and 
devious course was sombre in twilight. A few goats, 
hardly visible among the peaks, were cropping the 
scanty herbage here and there. The pipes of shep- 
herds, calling in their flocks as they trooped home- 
wards to tkeir mountain villages, sent up plaintivo 
echoes which moaned through those rocky and lonely 
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steeps ; the stars began to glimmer iu the purple 
hi,i¥eiis, spread serenely over head; and the faint 
crescent of the moon, which had peered for some time 
scarce vi^ihle in tte azure, gleamed out more bril- 
liantly at every moment, until it blazed as if in 
triumph at the sun's retreat, 'Tis a fair land that of 
Trance, a gentle, a green, and a beautiful ; the homo 
of arts and arms, of chivalry and romance, and (how- 
evti sadl) stained by the excesses of modem times) 
'twas the unbought grace of nations once, and the seat 
of ancient renown and disciplined valour. 

And of all that fair land of Franco, whose beauty 
is so bright, and bravery so fiimous, there is no spot 
greener or fairer than that one over which our trav- 
ellers wended, and which stretches between the good 
towns of Vendemiaire and Nivoae. 'Tis common 
now to a hundred thousand voyagers ; the English 
tourist, with his chariot and his Harvet'b Sauce, and 
his imperials , the hmthng com /msvo^agcut on the 
roof of the rumbling diligence , the rapid mulleposte 
thundering over the chatf^s^e at twtlvcmile' an hour 
— pass the ground hourly and daily now 'twds lone 
ly andnnfiequented at the end ot that seventetnth 
centuiy with which our story commences 

Along the darkening mountain paths tho two 
gentlemen (fur such their outward beiiiug piotljim 
ed them) caracoUed together The one, teemmgly 
the younger of the twain, woie a flaunting feather m 
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his barret-cap, and mauagod a prancing Andalusian 
palfrej that bounded and curvetted gaily. A surcoat 
of peach-coloured samite and a purfled doublet of vair 
bespoke him noble, as did his brilliant eye, his ex- 
quisitely chiselled nose, and his curling chestnut 
ringlets. 

Youth was on his brow ; his ejea were dark and 
dewy, like spring-violets ; and spring-roses bloomed 
upon his cheek — rosos, alas I that bioora and die with 
life's spring ! Now bounding over a rock, now play- 
fully whisking off with his riding-rod a flowret in his 
path, Philieert de Coquelioot rode by bis darker 
companion. 

His comrade was mounted upon a destriire of the 
true Norman breed, that had first champed grass on 
the green pastures of Acquitaine. Thence through 
Berry, Picardy, and the Limousin, halting at many a 
city and commune, holding joust and tourney in many 
a castle and manor of Navarre, Poitou, and St. G-er- 
main I'Auserrois, tho warrior and his charger reached 
the lonely spot where now we find them. 

The warrior who bestrode the noble beast was in 
sooth worthy of the steed which bore him. Both 
were caparisoned in the fullest trappings of feudal 
war. The arblast, the mangonel, the demioulverin, 
and tho cuissart of the period, glittered upon tlie 
neck aad chest of tho war-steed ; while the rider, with 
ohamfron and catapult, with ban and arriere-ban. 
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morion and tumbril, battle-axe and rlfflard, and the 
otter appurtenances of ancient chivalry, rode stately 
on his steel-clad charger, himself a tower of steel. 
This mighty horseman was carried by his steed as 
lightly as the young springald by his Andaluaian 



'"Twas well done of thee, Philibekt;" said h 
the proof-armour, " to ride forth so far to w 
thy cousin and companion in arms." 

"Companion in battledoor and shuttlecock, Eo- 
MANE DB Olos-Vougbot !" replied the younger Cava- 
lier. "Wlien I was yet a page, thou wert a belted 
knight I and thou wert away to the Crusadea ere ever 
my beard grew." 

" I stood hy Richard of England at tho gates of 
Asoalon, and drew the spear from sainted King Loins 
in the tents of Damietta," the individual addressed 
as EoMANi replied. "WeU-a-day! since thy beard 
grew, boy, (and marry 'tis yet a thin one,) I have hroken 
a lance with Solyman at Ehodes, and smoked a chi- 
bouque with Salaein at Acre. But enough of this. 
Tell me of home— of our native yaUey — of my 
hearth, and my lady mother, and ray good chaplain — 
tell me of he^; Pkilihert," said the knight, executing 
a demivolte, in order to hide his emotion, 

Philibbrt seemed uneasy, and to strive as though 
he would parry tho question, " The castle staads on 
the rock," he said, " and the swallows still build in 
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the battlcmcDts. Tlie good chaplain still cliants his 
vespers at moni, and snuffles liia matins at even-song. 
The lady-mother still distributeth tracts, and knittcth 
Berlin Imsey-woolsey. The tenants pay eo better, 
and the lawyers dun as sorely, kinsman mine," he 
added with an arelilook. 

'■But Fatima, S'atima, how fares she?" IkiHANB 
continued — "Since Lammas was a tivelvcmoiith, I 
hear nought of her ; my letters are unanswered. The 
postman hath traversed our camp every day, and 
never brought me a billot. How is Fatima, Pjiili- 

BEET DE CoQtlBLICOT?" 

"She is — well," PiirLiBEn.T replied; "her sister 
Akne is the fairest of the twain, though." 

" Her sister Abnb was a baby when I embarked 
for Egypt, A plague on sister Akne I Speak of Fa- 
tima, PHitiEiiKT — my blue-eyed Fatima ! " 

" I say she is — well," answered his comrade, 
gloomily. 

"Is she dead? Is she ill? Hath she the mea- 
sles ? Nay, hath she had small-pos, and lost her 
beauty? Speak I apeak, boy I" cried the knight, 
wrought to agony. 

" Her cheek is as red as her mother's, though the 
old Countess paints hers every day. Her foot is as 
light as a sparrow's, and her voice as sweet as a 
minstrel's dulcimer ; but give me nathless the Lady 
Annb," cried P mi. jeurt, "give me the peerless Lady 
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Akng I As soon as ever I have 'won spurs, I will ride 
all Christendom through, and proclaim her the Queen 
of Beauty. Ho, Lady Anne ! Lady Anne I" and bo 
saying — hut evidently wishing to disguise some emo- 
tion, or conceal some tale his friend coidd ill brook 
to hear — the reckless danioiseav, galloped wildly for- 
ward. 

But swift aa was his courBer'a pace, that of his 
companion's enormous charger was swifter, "Boy," 
said tie elder, "tliou hast ill tidings. I know it by 
thy glance. Speak : shall he who hath boarded grim 
Death, in a thousand fields shame to face truth from 
a friend ? Speak, in the name of Heaven and good 
Saint Eotibol. Romake dk Clos-Yotjgeot will bear 
your tidiings like a man ! " 

" Fatima is well," answered PeiLiBBitT once again; 
''she haUi had no measlea: she lives and is still 
ftiir." 

"Fair, aye, peerless fwr; but what more, Phili- 
EEiLT 1 Wot false 1 By Saint Botiisol, say not felse," 
groaned the elder warrior. 

" A month syne," PiiiLiDBaT replied, '' she maiTied 
tho Bason db Baebazure." 

With that sorcam which is so terrible in a strong 
man in agony, the brave knight Uomake be Clos- 
VouGEOT sank hack at the words, and fell from hia 
charger to the gi'ound, a lifelosa mass of stnol 
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II. 



Like mauj ajiother fabric of feudal war and splen- 
dour, the once vast and magnifioent Castle of Earbazure 
ia now a moss-grown ruin. Tto traveller of the present 
day, who wanders by the banks of the silvery Loire, 
and climba the steep on which t!ie magnificent edifice 
stood, can scarcely trace, among the shattered masses 
of ivy-covered masonry wtich lie among the lonely 
crags, even the skeleton of the proud and majestic 
palace-stronghold of the Barons of Barbazure. 

In the days of our tale its turrets and pinnacles 
rose as stately and seemed (to the pride of sinful 
man i) as stion^ as the eternal rooks on which they 
•itood The three mnllets on a gules wavy reversed, 
surmounted by the smojle ecuchantOr; the well- 
known cognizance of tke house blazed in gorgeous 
lieialdry on a hundred banners surmounting as many 
toweis The bng Iinei of battlemented walls spread 
down the mounta n to the Loin,, and were defended 
by thousand f ot steel clid servmg-men. Four hun- 
dicl kniphts and 'is timts as many archer's fought 
round the banni.i <f bArn^zurc at Bouvines, Malpla- 
juct and Azincour Poi his services at Fontenoy 
agiinst thi, English the heroic Chaeles Martel 
ipfoitol the f]uitei-nth Birm Hereditary Grand 
B tjickot the kiupdoni (.f rrince; and for wealth. 
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for splendour, and for skill and fame in war, Raotji. 
the twcnty-eightli Baron, was in no wise inferior to his 
noble ancestors. 

Tliat tlie Bakon EiorL levied toll upon tlie river, 
and mail upon tlie aiiore ; that he now and then ran- 
somed a hurgher, plundered a neighbour, or drew the 
fangs of a Jew ; that he burned an enemy's castle 
with the wife and children within ; — these were points 
for which tho country knew and respected the stout 
Baron. When he returned from victory, he was sure 
to endow the Church with a part of his spoil, so that 
when he went forth to battle he was always accompa- 
nied by her blessing. Thus lived the Baron RAorL, 
the pride of the country in which he dwelt, an orna- 
ment to the Court, the Church, and his neighbours. 

But in the midst of all his power and splendour 
there was a domestic grief which deeply afflicted the 
princely BAUiiAzuEE. His lovely ladies died one 
after the other. No sooner was he married than ho 
was a widower ; in the course of eighteen years no less 
than nine bereavements had befallen tho chieftain. 
So true it is, that if fortune is a parasite, grief is a 
republican, and visits the hall of the great and 
wealthy as it does the humbler tenements of the 

'■ Leave off deploring thy faithless, gad-about lov- 
er," said the Lady of Ohacabacque to her daughter. 
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the loYoly Fatima, " and think how the noble Bahba- 
zuRE loves thee ! Of all the damsels at the ball last 
night, he had eyes for thee and ihj cousin only." 

" I am sure my cousin hath no good looks to be 
proud of I" the admirable Fatima exclaimed, bridling 
up. " Not that J care for my Lord of Bareazure's 
■ looks. My heart, dearest mother, is with him who 
is far away ! " 

" He danced with thee four galliards, nine quad- 
rilles, and twenty-three corantocs, I think, child," the 
mother said, eluding her daughter's remark. 

" Twenty-five," said lovely Eatima, easting her 
beautiful eyes to the ground. " Heigh-ho ! but Ko- 
MANE danced them very well ! " 

"He had not the court air," the mother sug- 
gested. 

" I don't wish to deny the beauty of the Lord of 
Bareazuee's dancing, Mamma," Fatima replied. 
" For a short, lusty man, 'tis wondrous how active he 
is j and in dignity the King's G-race himself could 
not surpass him." 

"You were the noblest couple in the room, love," 
the lady cried. 

" That pea-green doublet, slashed with orange- 
tawnoy, those ostrich plumea, blue, red, and yellow, 
those parti-eoloured hose and pink shoon became the 
noble Baron wondrous well," Fatima acknowledged. 
" It must be confessed that, though middle-aged, he 
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hath all the agility of youth. But, alas ! Madam I 
Tho noble Baron hath had nine wives already." 

" And your cousin wouldgive her eyes to heeome 
the tenth," tho mother replied. 

" My oousin give hor eyes I " Fatima exelaimeci. 
" It's not much, I'm sure, for she sc[uints ahomina- 
bly ;" and thus the ladies prattled, as they rode home 
at night after the great hall at the house of the 
Baron oe' Baubazure. 

The gentle reader, who has overheard their talk; 
will understand the doubts which pervaded the mind 
of tho lovely Fatima, and the well-nartured English 
maiden will participate in the divided feelings which 
rent her bosom. 'Tis true, that on his departure for 
the holy wars, Bomane and Fatima were plighted to 
each other ; but the folly of long engagements is pro- 
verbial; and though for many months the faithful 
and affectionate girl had looked in vain for news from 
him, hor admirable parents had long spoken with 
repugnance of a match which must bring inevitable 
poverty to both parties. They had suffered, 'tis true, 
tho engagement to subside, hostile as they ever were 
to it ; but when at the death of the ninth lady of 
Barbazhre, the noble Baron remarked Fatima at the 
funeral, and rode home with her after the ceremony, 
her prudent parents saw how much wiser, better, hap- 
pier, for their child it would be to have for life a 
partner like the Baron, than to wait the doubtful 



Ho;-dt,GoOgk' 



return of the penEilcss wanderer to wliom slie was 
plighted. 

Ah ! Iiow beautiful and pure a being ! how regard- 
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her miud was duty above every othei feelm^, so 
strong may it be in every British maiden [) the lovely 
girl kept her promise, " My former engagements," 
Bbe said, packing up Bom^nS's letters and presents, 
(which, as the good knight was mortal poor, wore in 
sooth of no great price) — "my formed engagements I 
look upon as childish follies ; — mj affections are fixed 
where my dear parents graft them^ — on the noble, the 
princely, the polite BiRis azure, 'Tia true he is not 
comely in feature, but the chaste and well-bred female 
knows how to despise the fleeting charms of form. 
'Tis true ho is old ; but can woman be better em- 
ployed than in tending her aged and sickly companion? 
That he has been married is likewise certain — but 
ah, my mother ! who knows not that he must be 
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a good and tender husband, who, nine times wed- 
ded, owns that he cannot he happy without another 
partner?" 

It was with these admirable sentiments the loyely 
Fatima proposed obedience to her parents' will, and 
consented to receive tho magnificent marriage gift 
presented to her by her gallant bridegroom. 



in. 

The old Countess or Chacaeacque had made a 
score of vain attempts to see her hapless daughter. 
Ever, when she came, the porters grinned at her sav- 
agely through the grating of the portcullis of the 
vast embattled gate of the Castle of Barbazure, and 
rudely bade her begone. " The Lady op Earbazuee 
Bees nobody but her eonfessoi anl ke ps her cham 
ber," was the invariable reply of the d gged func 
tionaries to the entreaties of the a^, ni=ed mother 
And at length, so furious was he at her perpetual 
calls at his gate, that the angry Lord of Baruazueb 
himself, who chanced to be at the postern, armed a 
oross-boWj and let fly an arbla^if at the crupper of 
the lady's palfrey, whereon she fled finally, screaming 
and in terror. " I will aim at tho rider nest time ! " 
howled the ferocious Baron, " and not at tho horse I " 
And those who knew his savage mature and his unri- 
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vailed skill as a bowman, knew that he would neitlier 
break his knightly promise nor miss lis aim. 

Since the fatal day when the Grrand Duke of Bur- 
gundy gave his famous passage of arms at Nantes, 
and all the nobles of France were present at tie 
jouBtlngs, it was remarked that the Bakeazuhe's 
heart was changed towards his gentle and virtuous 

For the three first days of tliat famous festival, 
the redoubted Baron of B abb azure had kept the field 
against all the knights who entered. His lance bore 
everything down before it. The most famous cham- 
pions of Europe, assembled at these joustings, had 
dropped, one by one, before this tremendous wan'ior. 
The priae of the tourney was destined to be his, and 
he was to be proclaimed bravest of the brave, as his 
lady was the fairest of the fair. 

On the third day, however, as the sun was declin- 
ing over the Yosges, and the shadows wore lengthen- 
ing over the plain where the warrior had obtained 
such triumphs ;— after having overcome two hundred 
and thirteen knights of different nations, including 
the fiery DuKois, the intrepid Walter Manny, the 
spotless Bayard, and' the undaunted Dugubsclin, as 
the eonijueror sate still erect on his charger, and the 
multitudes doubted whether ever another champion 
could be found to face him, three blasts of a trumpet 
were heard, faint at first, but at every moment ring- 
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ing more clearly, until a, knight in pink armour rode 
into the lists with his TJsor down, and riding a tre- 
mendous dun charger, which he managed to the ad- 
miration of all present. 

The heralds asked him his name and quality. 

" Call me," said he, in a hollow voice, " the Jilted 
Knight." What was it made the Ladt of Barbazuee 
tremble at his accents ? 

The knight refused to tell his name and (Qualities ; 
but the companion who rode witli him, the young and 
noble Philibert db Coqijelioot, who was known and 
respected universally through the neighbourhood, 
gave a warranty for the birth and noble degree of 
the Jilted Knight — and Kaoul he Bareazukb, 
yelling hoarsely for a two hundred and fourteenth 
lance, shook the huge weapon in the air as though it 
were a reed, and prepared to encounter the intruder. 

According to the wont of chivalry, and to keep 
the point of the spear from harm, the top of the un- 
known knight's lancB was shielded with a bung, which 
th wa m d ; and galloping up to Barba- 

zuTE pa 1 n which his shield hung, touched 

tl at n bl gn zan c with the sharpened steel. A 
tl 11 f X tem nt an through the assembly at this 
da ng h 11 n t a combat d Voutrance. " Hast 
th nf d & Knight ? " roared the BARBAZtiitE ; 

tak thy g und and look to thyself; for by Heaven 
thy last hour is come ! " Poor youth, poor youth ! 
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Bighed the speotatora ; he has called down his own 
fate. The next rainute the signal was given, and as 
the simoom across the desert, the cataract down the 
rock, the sKeU from the howitzer, each warrior rusted 
from Hs goal. •*»«*# 

" ThoTi wilt not slay so good a champion I " said 
the Grand Duke, as at the end of that torriio com- 
bat the knight in rose aimour stood over his pros- 
trate foe, whose helmet had rolled off when he was at 
length unhorsod, and whose blood-shot cyea glared 
unutterable hate and ferocity on hie oonquoror. 

" Take thy life," said he who had styled himself 
the Jilted Knight ; " thou hast taken all that was 
dear to me;" and the sun setting, and no other 
warrior appearing to do battle against him, he was 
proclaimed the comjueror, and rode up to the duch- 
ess' balcony to receive the gold chain which was the 
reward of the victor. He raised his visor aa the 
smiling princess guerdoned him — raised it, and gave 
one sad look towards the Lady Fatima at her side I" 

" EoMANE DE Clob Vougeot I " shrieked she, and 
fainted. The Bahon of Baebazuke heard tlie name 
as he writhed on the ground with his wound, and by 
his slighted honour, by his broken ribs, by his roused 
fury, he swore revenge ; and the Lady Fatima, who 
had come to the tourney as a Queen, returned to her 
castle as a prisoner. 

(As it is impossible to give in the limits of our 
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dimgeoii. To aU. her lord's savage interrogatories, her 
reply had been, " I am innocent." To his threats of 
death, her answer was, " You are my lord ; my life is in 
your hands, to take or to give." How few are the 
wives, in our day, who show such angelic meekness ! 
It touched all hearts around her, save that of the 
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implacable Baebazuue ! Even the Lady Blanche, 
(Fatima's cousin,) whom he had promised to marry 
upon ills faithless wife's demise, besought for her 
kinswoman's life, and a divorce ; butEAREAZUEE had 
vowed her death. 

" Is tbere no pitj, Sir ? " asked the chaplain who 
had attended her. " No pitj/' echoed the weeping 
setving-maid. " Did I not aye say I would die for 
my lord!" said the gentle lady, and placed herself 
at the block. 

Sib Kaoul de Baebazuee seized up the long 
ringlets of lior raven hair. " Now ! " shouted he to 
the executioner, with a stamp of his foot, "Now 
strike ! " 

The man (who knew his trade) advanced at once, 
and poised himself to deliver his blow : and making 
his flashing sword sing in the air, with one irresisti- 
ble, rapid stroke, it sheared clean off the head of 
the furious, the blood-thirsty, the implacable Baeon 
TIE Barbazcee ! 

Thus he fell a victim to his own jealousy ; and 
the agitation of the Lapy Fatima may be imagined, 
when the executioner, flinging off his mask, knelt 
gracefully at iior feet, and revealed to her the well- 
known features of Eomane he Clos Vougeot. 
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I. 

CoRBLBu ! What'a lovely creature tliat was in the 
FiTZBA-TTLEAXE bos to-nigtt," said one of a group of 
young dandies, who were leaning over tie velvet- 
cushioned balconies of the Coventry Club, smoking 
their full-fiavoured Cubas (from Hudson's) after the 
opera. 

Everybody stared at such an ezclamation of en- 
thusiasm from the lips of the youEg Earl op Bag- 
NiGGE, who was never heard to admire anything 
except a coulis de dindonneau d, la St. Minfhould, 
or a su/preme de cochon en torttcoHs & la Pijfarde ; 
such as Chamfollion, the chief of the Travellers, only 
knows how to drees ; or the hoitquet of a flask of 
Medoc, of Carbokell's best quality ; or a goutte of 
Marasquin, from the cellars of Brigos and Hoesoh. 

Alured db Pentowvillb, eighteenth Earl of 
Bagniggo, Viscount PaoE of Islington, Baron Pau- 
cras, Kingsoross, and a Baronet, was, like too many 
of our young men of ton, utterly bla&i, although only 
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in his twenty-fourth joar. Blest, luckily, with a mo- 
ther of escollent printiplea, (who had imhiied his 
joung mind with that Morality which is so superior 
to all the vain pomps of the world I), it had not been 
always the young Earl's lot to wear the coronet for 
which he now in sooth cared so little. His father, a 
Captain of Britain's navy, struck down by the side of 
the gallant Collingwoob in the Bay of Pundy, loft 
little but his sword and spotless name to his young, 
lovely, and inconsolable widow, who passed the first 
years of her mourning in educating her child in an 
elegant though small cottage ia one of the romantic 
marine villages of beautiful Devonshire. Her child ! 
What a gush of consolation filled the widow's heart 
as she pressed him to it ! how faithfully did she instil 
into his young bosom those principles which bad been 
the pole-star of the esistence of his gallant father. 

In this secluded retreat, rank and wealth almost 
boundless found the widow and her boy. The sev- 
enteenth Earl — gallant and ardent, and in the prime 
of youth — went forth one day from the Eternal City 
to a steeple-chase In the Campagna. A mutilated 
corpse was brought back to his hotel in the Piazza do 
Spagna. Death, alas ! isnorespecter oftheNobility. 
That shattered form was all that remained of the 
fiery, the haughty, the wild, but the generoiis Alta- 
MONT DE Pentonvjlle ! Such, such is fate I 

The admirable Emmy he Pentonville trembled 
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with all a motlicr's solicitude at the distinctions and 
honours which thus suddenly descended on her hoy. 
She engaged an excellent clergyman of the Church 
of England to superintend his studies ; to aocompaiij 
him on foreign travel when the proper season an-ived ; 
to ward from him those dangers which dissipation 
always throws in the way of the noble, the idle, and 
the wealthy. But the Keverekd Cyril Delaval 
died of the measles at Naples, and henceforth the 
young Earl of Bagkigge was without a guardian. 

What was the consequence ? That, at three-and- 
twenty, he was a cynic and aa epicure. He had 
drained the cup of pleasure until it had palled in 
his unnerved hand. He had looked at the Pyramids 
without awe, at the Alps without reverence. He was 
unmoved by the sandy solitudes of the desert as hy 
the placid depths of Mediterranea's sea of blue. 
Bitter, bitter tears did Emily de Pentonville weep, 
when, on Aluiled's return from the Continent, she 
beheld the awful change that dissipation had wrought 
in her beautiful, her blue-eyed, her perverted, her still 
beloved boy I 

" Corpo di bacoo," he said, pitching the end of 
his eigar on to the red nose of the Countess of Dela- 
waddymore's coachman, who, having deposited her 
fat ladyship at No. 236, Piccadilly, was driving the 
carriage to the stables, before commencing his even- 
ing at the Fortune of War public-house ; "what a 
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lovely creature that was ! What eyea ! what hair ! 
Who knows her ? Do you, mon cher Prince ? 

'' E belKssima, certatnente," said the Duca di 
MoNTEPULciANo, and stroked down his jetty moua- 
taohe. 

" JEin gar schdnes Mddchen^' said the Here- 
ditary G-RAKD Duke of Eulenschkeckensteiis, and 
turned up his carroty one. 

'^Elle n' est pas mal, mafoi!" said the Prinoe dr 
BoRODiHO, with a scowl on his darkling brows. " Mon 
Dieu, que ces cigarres sent mauvais ! " he added, as 
he too oast away Lis Cuba. 

" Try one of ray Pickwicks," said FRASKLiN Fox, 
with a sneer, offering his gold ^tui to the young 
Frenchman ; " they are some of Pontet's best. Prince. 
What, do you hear malice ? Come, let us he friends," 
said the gay and careless young patrician; but a 
scowl on the part of the Frenchman was the only 
reply, 

— " Want to know who she is ? Borodino knows 
who she is, Bagniggb," the wag went on. 

Everybody crowded round Moksieur be Boro- 
dino thus apostrophised. The Marquis or Alicom- 
PAYKE, young De Boots of the Life Guards, Tom 
Peotocol of the Foreign Office ; the gay young 
peers Faridtosh, Poldoodt, and the rest ; and Baq- 
RiooE, for a wonder, not leas eager than any one 



Ho;-dt,GoOgk' 



76 punch's prize novelists. 

" No, te will tell you nothing about her. Don't 
you see he has gone off in a fury 1 " Frakklts Fox 
continued. "He has his reasons, ce vher Prince: he 
will tell you nothing; bat I will. You know that I 
am ati tnieux with tlie dear old Duchess." 

" They say Prank and she are engaged after the 
Duko's death," cried PoLBoony. 

" I always thought FwAKK was the Duke's illicit 
gweat-gwandsou," drawled out De Boots. 

" I heard that he doctored her Blenheim, and 
used to bring her wigs from Paris," cried that mali- 
cious Tom Protocol, whose fnots are known in every 
diplomatic salon from Petersbiirgh to Palermo. 

"Burn her wigs, and hang her poodle!" said 
Bagkigge. " Tell us about this girl, Franklin 
Pox?" 

" In the first place, she has five hundred thousand 
acres, in a ring fence, in Norfolk ; a County in Scot- 
land, a Castle in Wales, a Villa at Eichraond, a cor- 
ner house in Belgraye-sc[uare, and eighty thoueand 
a year in the Three per Cents." 

" Apris ? " said Baonioge, still yawning. 

" Secondly, Borodino luifait la cour. They are 
cousins, her mother was an Armagnac of the emigra- 
tion ; the old Marshal, his father, married another 
sister. I belicTc be was footman in the family, bo- 
fore Napoleon princified him," 

" No, no, he was second coachman " — Tom Pro- 
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TocoL good-natureclly interposed — " a cavalry officer, 
Fkakk, not an infantry man." 

" Faith, jou should have seen his fury (the young 
one's, I mean) when he found me in the Duchess's 
room this evening, tete-a-tete with the heiress, who 
deigned to accept a bouquet from this hand." 

"It cost me three guineas," poor Frakk said, with 
a shrug and a sigh, " and that Coyent Garden scoun- 
drel gives no credit: hut she took the flowers; — eh, 
Baonioge ? " 

"And finng them to Ai.noNi," the Peer replied, 
with a haughty sneer. And poor little Pranklix Eox 
was compelled to own that she had. 

The Tnaitre-d' hotel here announced that supper 
was served. It was remai-ked that even the coulis de 
dindonneau made no impression on Bagkiogb that 
night. 

II, 

The sensation produced hy i^mdibiU of Amethyst 
PiBLico at the Court of the Sovereign, and in 
the salons of the beau-monde. was such as has 
seldom been created hy the appearance of any other 
beauty. The men were raving with love, and the 
women with jealousy. Her eyes, her beauty, her 
wit, her grace, her ton, caused a perfect fureu-r of 
admiration or envy. 
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Introduced by the Ddciiess of Fitzbattlbaxb, 
along witK ker Grace's daughters, the Ladies G-wen- 
DOLiwF. and Gwinever Poutcullis, the hciresa'a 
regal heauty quite flnng her cousins' simple clianns 
into the shade, and blazed with a splendour which 
caused all " minor lights " to twinkle faintly,. Before 
a day the beau-monde, before a week oven the vulga- 
rians of the rest of the town, rang with the fame of 
her charms ; and while the dandies and the beauties 
were raving about her, or tearing her to pieces in May 
Fair, even Mes. Dobbs (who had been to the pit of 
the " Hoperer " in a green turban and a crumpled 
yellow satin), talked about the great hairess to her 
D. in Bloomsbury Square. 

Crowds went to Sqitab and Lynch's, in Loag 
Acre, to esamine the carriages building for her, so 
faultless, so splendid, so quiet, so odiously unosten- 
tatious and provokingly simple ! Besides the ances- 
tral services of argenterie and vaisselle plate, con- 
tained in a hundred and seventy six plate chests at 
Messes. Childs'; Eumele and Briggs prepared a 
gold service, and Gaeeaway, of the Haymarket, a 
service of the Benvewuto Cellini pattern, which 
were the admiration o*^ all London. Before a month 
it is a fact that the wretched haberdashers in the 
city exhibited blue stocks, called " Heiress-killers, 
very chaste, two-and-sis;" long before that, the 
monde had rushed to Madame Chinolike's, or sent 
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couriers to Madame Marabou, at Paris, so as to 
have copies of ter dresses ; but, as the Mantuan 
bard observes, '■ Non cuivis contigU" — every foot 
cannot accommodate itself to the chaussure of GicJ- 



BEBEI.LA. 

With-allthis splendour, this worship, this beanty; 
with these cheers following her, and these crowds at 
her feet, was Amethyst happy ? Ah, no ! It is not 
under the necklace the most brilliant that Briggs 
and BuMBi-E can supply ; it is not in Lynch's best 
cushioned chariot that the heart is most at ease. 
" Qy^ je me ruitierai" says Fkonsac in a letter to 
BossuET, " si je savais ou acheter le bonheur ! " 

With all her riches, with all her splendour, Ame- 
thyst was wretched — wretched, because lonely; 
wretched, because her loving heart had nothing to 
cling to. Her splendid mansion was a conYent ; no 
male person ever entered it, except PRAKKLrs Fos, 
(who counted for nothing,} and the Duchess's family, 
her kinsman old Lord Hdmpington, his friend old 
Sir John Fogey, and her cousin, the odious, odious 



The Prince be Borodino declared openly that 
Amethyst was cogoged to him. CribU 4e deltes, it 
is no wonder that he should choose such an opportu- 
nity to refaire sa fortwne. He gave out that he 
would kill any man who should cast an eye on the 
heiress, and the monster kept his word. Maide. 
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GmGo, of the Life Guards, had already fallen by hia 
hand at Ostend. The O'Toole, mho had met hor 
on the RhinCj had received a ball in his shoulder at 
CoblcntZj and did not care to resume so dangerous a 
coiu'tship. Borodino could snufF a bougie at a hun- 
dred-and-fifty yards. He could beat Bertrand or 
Alexamder Dumas himself with the small sword j he 
was the dragon that watched this pomme d'or, and 
very few persons were now inclined to face a cham- 
pion si redoutahle. 

Over a Salmi d! escargot at the Coventry, the 
dandies whom we introduced in our last volume were 
assembled, there talking of the heii-esa : and her story 
was told by Feanklin Fos to Lord Baonigge, who, 
for a wonder, was interested in the tale. Borodino's 
pretensions were discussed, and the way iu which tho 
fiijr Amethyst was confined. Eitzbattlease House, 
in Belgrave Square, is — as every body knows — the 
nest mansion to that occupied by AMETiirsT. A 
communication was made between the two houses. 
She never went out except accompanied by the Duch- 
ess's guard, which it was impossible to overcome. 

" Impossible ! Nothing's impossible," said Lord 
Bagniggh, 

" I bet you what you like you don't get in," said 
the young Marquis of Martikgale. 

" I bet you a thousand ponies I stop a week in the 
heiress's house before the season's over." Lord Bao- 
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NiGaE replied with a yawn ; and the bet was regis- 
tered with shouts of applause. 

But it seemed as if the Fates had determined 
against Lord Bagnigce, for tie very nest day, riding 
in the Park, hia horse fell with hini ; he was carried 
home to his house with a fraetnred limb and a dislo- 
cated shoulder ; and the doctor's bulletins pronounced 
him to be ia the most dangerous state, 

Martikgai,e was a married man, and there was 
no danger of his riding by the Fitzbattleaxe car- 
riage. A fortnight after the above events, his Lord- 
ship was prancing by her Grace's great family coach, 
and chattering with Lady Owisever,' about the 
strange wager. 

" Do you know what a pouey is, Lady Gwin- 
EVEK ? '■ he asked. Her Ladyship said yes ; she had 
a cream-coloured one at Castle Barbican ; and stared 
when Loun Martimgale announced that he should 
soon have a thousand ponies, worth five-and-twenty 
pounds each, whiot were all now kept at Cotjtts's. 
Then he explained the circumstances of the bet with 
Ba&nigqb. Parliament was to adjourn in ten days ; 
the season would be over ; Bagnigge was lying ill 
chez lui ; and the five-and-twenty thousand were ir- 
recoverably his. And he vowed he would bny LoEn 
Bjnnacle's yacht — crew, captain, guns and all. 
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On returning home th.at nigtt from Lady Polki- 
wore'Sj Martingale found among the many billets 
upon the gold plateau in his antichambre, the fol- 
lowing brief one, which made him start : — 

" Dear Maetijjgale, — Don't be too sure of Bin- 
nacle's yaeht. There are still ten days before the 
season is over ; and my ponies may lie at Cotjtts's 
for some time to come. " Yours, 



" P. S, — I write with my left hand ; for my right 
is still splintered up from that confounded fall." 

III. 

The tall footman, number four, who had come in the 
place of John, cashiered (for want of proper molleU, 
and because his hair did not take powder well), had 
givengreat satisfaction to the under'hutler,who report- 
ed well of him to his ehief, who had mentioned his name 
with praise to the house- steward. He was so good- 
looking and well-spoken a young man, that the ladies 
in the housekeeper's room deigned to notice him more 
than once ; nor was his popularity diminished on ac- 
count of a quarrel in wtich he engaged with Mou- 
siEUit Anatole, the enormous Walloon cAfisseiw, who 
was one day found omhraeing Miss Flouncy, who 
waited on Amethyst's own maid. The very instant 
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Miss Flotincy saw Ma. Jeames entering the Ser- 
vant's Hall, where Moksiewr Axatole was engaged 
in " aggravating " her, Miss Flouhoy screamed — at 
the next moment the Belgian giant lay sprawling up- 
on the carpet — and Jeames, standing over him, as- 
sumed so terrible a look, that the chasseur declined 
any further combat. The victory was made known 
to the house-steward himself, who heing a little par- 
tial to Miss Flouncy herself, complimented Jeames 
on his valour, and poured out a glass of Madeira in 
his own room. 

Who was Jeames! He had come recommended 
by the Bagnigge people. He had lived, he said, in 
that family two years, " But where there was no la- 
dies," he said, " a gentleman's hand was spiled for 
service ; " and Jeames's was a very delicate hand ; 
Miss Flounoy admired it very much, and of course 
he did not defile it by menial service j ho had in a 
young man who called him '■ Sir," and did all the 
coarse work ; and Jeajieb read the morning paper to 
the ladies ; not spellingly and with hesitation, as 
many gentlemen do, but easily and elegantly, speak- 
ing off the longest words without a moment's difficul- 
ty. He could speak French, too, Miss Flooncy 
found, who was studying it under Mademoiselle, 
grande fiUe-de-chamh-e de confiance ; for when she 
said to him " Tolly voo Fransy, Munsebr Jeames ? " 
he replied readily "TTe, Mademasdle fay passay 
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boco de tong a Parry. Cotnmong voo potty voo 1 " 
How Miss Flouncy admired him as lie stood before 
her, the day after he had saved Miss Amethyst when 
the horses had run away with her ia the park ! 

Poor Flouncy, poor Flouncy ! Jeahes had been 
but a week in Amethyst's service, and already the 
gentle heart of the washing-girl was irrecoverably 
gone I Poor Flotinoy ! poor Flouncy ! he thought 
not of thee. 

It happened thus. Mrss Amethyst bein 
ed to drive with, her cousin the Prince in his 
her own carriage was sent into the Park s 
ter companion, who had charge of her little Fido, the 
dearest little spaniel in the world. Jeames and Feed- 
BRICK were behind the carriage with their long sticks 
and neat dark liveries ; the horses were worth a thou- 
sand guineas each, the eoaohman a late Lieutenant- 
Colonel of cavalry : the whole ring could not boast a 
more elegant turn out. 

The Prince drove his curricle and had charge of 
his helU cousine. It may have been the red fezzes in 



ig engag- 

phaeton, 

imply with 



the carriage of the Turkish ambassador which fright- 
ened the Prince's greys, or Mrs. Champignon's new 
yellow liveries, which were flaunting in the Park, or 
hideous Lady Gorgon's preternatural ugliness, who 
passed in a low pony-carriage at the time, or the 
prince's own want of skill, finally ; but certaia it is 
that the horses took fright, dashed wildly along the 
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mile, scattered ec[uipages, pietons, dandies' cabs, and 
Snolis' pAeaytons. Amethyst was screaming ; and 
the Prince, deadly pale, had lost all presence of mind, 
as the curricle camo rushing by the spot where Miss 
Amythist's carriage stood. 

" I'm blest," Ereberick exclaimed to his compan- 
ion, " if it ain't the Prince a drivin our Missis ! They'll 
he in the Serpingtine, or dashed to pieces, if they 
dont mind ;" and the runaway steeds at this instant 
camo upon them as awhirlwind. 

But if those steeds ran at a whirlwind pace, 
Jeajies was swifter. To jump from behind, to bound 
after the rooking, reeling curricle, to jump into it aid- 
ed by the long stick ■which he carried and used as a 
leaping-pole, and to seize the reius out of the hands 
of the miserable Borodino, who shrieked pitcously 
as the dauntless valet leapt on his toos and into his 
seat, was the work of an instant. In a few minutes 
the mad, swaying rush of the horses was reduced to 
a swift but steady gallop ; presently into a canter, 
then a trot ; until finally they pulled up smoking and 
trembling, but quite c[iiiet,by the side of Amethyst's 
carriage, which came up at a rapid pace, 

" G-ive me the reins, malappris ! tu m^icrases les 
cors, manant ! " yelled the frantic nobleman, writh- 
ing underneath the intrepid charioteer, 

" Tant pis powf tot, nigaud" was the reply. The 
lovely AiiETHYST of course had fainted ; but she re- 
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covered as she was placed in lier oarriage,and reward- 
ed her preserver with a celestial smile. 

The rage, the fury, the malediotiona of Boeodino, 
as he saw the latter — a liveried menial — stoop grace- 
fully forward and kiss Amethyst's hand, may be im- 
agined rather than described. But Jeames heeded 
not his curses. Having placed his adored mistress in 
the carriage, he calmly resumed his station behind. 
Passion or danger seemed to have no impression upon 
that pale marble face, 

Borodino went home furious ; nor was his rage 
diminished, when, on coming to dinner that day, a 
recherche banc^net served in the Prangipani best 
style, and rec[ue8ting a supply of a -purie a la bisque 
aux icrivisses, the clumsy attendant who served him 
let fall the assiette of vermeille ciseU with its scald- 
ing contents, over the Prince's chin, his Mechlin _7«io( 
and the grand cordon of the Legion of Honour which 
he wore. 

" Tnfame" howled Bokodino, " tu Va% fait ex- 

" Ouijje I'ai fait expres," said the man, with the 
moat perfect Parisian accent. It was Jeames. 

Such insolence of course could not be passed un- 
noticed even after the morning's service, and he was 
chassed on the ispot. He had been but a week in 
the house. 

The next mouth the newspapers contained a para- 
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graph whioli may possibly elucidate the above mys- 
tery, and to the foUowiDg effect : — 

Singular Wager. — One night, at the end of last 
season, the young and eccentric Eaul of E — gn — 
GGE laid a wager of twenty-five thousand pounds with 
a liroken sporting patrician, the dashing Marqbis of 
M — ht — NG — LE, that he would pass a week under 
the roof of a celebrated and lovely young heiress, 
who lives not a hundred miles from B-— lgr — ve 
Squ — RE, The bet having been made, the Earl pie- 
tended an illness, and having taken lessons from one 
of his lordship's owa footmen (Mr. James Plush, 
whoso name he also borrowed) in ' the mysteries of 
the profession^ actually succeeded in making an en- 
try into Miss P — mi. — co's mansion, where he stopped 
one week exactly j having time to win his bet, and to 
save the life of the lady, whom we hear he is about 
to lead to the altar. He disarmed the Prince op Bo- 
EODiNo in a duel fought on Calais sands — and it is 
said, appeared at the C — club wearing his plush 
costume under a cloak, and displaying it as a proof 
that he had won his wager," 

Such, indeed, were the circumstances. The young 
couple have not more than nine hundred thousand a 
year, but they live cheerfully, and manage to do 
good ; and Emily be Pentonville, who adores her 
daughter-in-law and her little grand-chUdren, is blest 
in seeing her darling sou enfin un homme rangi. 
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" The whole world is boutid by one chain. In 
every city in the globe there is one quarter that certain 
travellers know and recognize from its likeness to its 
brother district in all other places where are congre- 
gated the habitations of men. In Tehran, or Pckin, 
or Stamboul, or New York, or Timbuctoo, or London, 
there is a certain district where a certain man is not 
a stranger. Where the idols are fed with incense by 
the streams of Chlng-wang-foo ; where the minarets 
soar sparkling above the cypresses, their reflesions 
quivering in the lucid waters of the GoHon Horn ; 
whore the yellow Tiber flows under broken bridges 
and over imperial glories ; where the huts are squat- 
ted by the Niger, under the palm-trees ; where the 
Northern Babel lies, with its warehouses, and its 
bridges, its graceful factory- chimneys, and its clumsy 
fanes — hidden in fog and smoke by the dirtiest river 
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in the world — in all the cities of mantind there is 
One Home whither men of one family may resort. 
Over the entire world spreads a vast hrotherhood; 
suffering, silent, scattered, sympathising, loaUing — 
an immense Free-Masonry. Once this world-spread 
band was an Arahian clan. — a little nation alone aud 
outlying amongst the mighty monarchies of ancient 
time, the Megatheria of history. The sails of their 
rare ships might be seen in the Egyptian waters ; the 
camels of their caravans might thread the sands of 
Baalhec, or wind through the date-groves of Damas- 
cus ; their flag was raised, not ingloriously, in many 
wars, against mighty odds ; but 'twas a small people, 
and on one dark night the Lion of Judah went down 
before Vespasian's Eagles, and in flame, and death, 
and straggle, Jerusalem agonized and died. * * * 
Yes, the Jewish city is lost to Jewish men ; but 
have they not taken the world in exchange? " 

Mused thus Godfrey dh Bouillon, Marquis op 
ConLiNGSBy, as he debouched from Wych Street into 
the Strand. He had been to take a bos for Armida 
at S^'iDAtiE Vestris's theatre. That little Armida 
was foUe of Madame Vestris's theatre ; aad her 
little Brougham, and her little self, and her enormous 
eyes, and her prodigious opera-glass, and her miracu- 
lous bouquet, which cost Lord Oodlingsby twenty 
guineas every evening at Natham's in Oovent Garden, 
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(the children of the gardeners of Sharon have still no 
rival for flowers,} might he seen three nights in the 
TTcek at least, in the narrow, charmiiig, eomfortahle 
little theatre. Godfrey had the hos. Ho was 
strolling, listlessly, eastward ; and the above thougiits 
passed through the young nohle's mind as he oame 
in sight of Holywell Street. 

The oficupants of the London Glietto sat at their 
porches basking in the evening sunshine. Children 
were playing on the steps. Fathers were smoking at 
the lintel. Smiling faces looked out from the various 
and darkling draperies with which the warehouses 
were hung. Kinglets glossy, and curly, and jetty — 
eyes black as night— midsummer night — when it 
lightens ; haughty noses bending like beaks of eagles 
— eager quivering nostrils — lips curved like the bow 
of Love^every man or maiden, every babe or ma- 
tron in that English Jewry bore in his countenance 
one or more of these characteristics of his peerless 
Arab race. 

"How beautiful they arc!" mused Codlingsbv, 
as ho surveyed these placid groups calmly taking 
their pleasure in tie sunset. 

" D'you vant to look at a nishe coat ? " a voice said, 
which made him start ; and then some one behind him 
began handling a master-piece of Stultz's with a fa- 
miliarity which would have made the Baron tremble. 
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" Eapaei, Mendoza ! " exclaimed Godfeey. 

"The same, Lord Codlikgsby," the individual 

ao apostrophised replied. " I told you we should 

meet again where you would little expect me. Will 

it please you to enter ? this is Friday, and we close 

at stinset. It rejoices my heart to welcome, you 

home." So saying Bafael Iwd his hand on his 

breast, and bowed, an Oriental reverence. All traces 

of the accent with which he first addressed Lord 

t N B had an h d was a disguise ; half 

h H h w a H a a diig He shields himself 

m fsn hNn hs persecuted him. 

T J pa 1 u d n awil ng of old clothes, 

wd J £ pp g a apangles, and battered 

ma k n a ah p as bla k nd hideous as the en- 

a wa f ul 27 y u h ne, EapaelV said 

L B.D Cod n b 

"Why not?" Rafael answered. "I am tired 
of Sohloas Schinkenatein ; the Rhine borea me after 
a while. It is too hot for Florence ; besides they 
have not completed the picture gallery, and my 
palace smells of putty. You wouldn't have a man, 
mon cher, bury himself in his chStoau in Normandy, 
out of the hunting season 1 The Rugantino Palace 
stupifies me. Those Titiana are so gloomy, I shall 
"have my Hobeimas and Teniers, I think, from my 
house at the Hague hung over them." 

" How many castles, palaces, houses, warehouses. 
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shops, have you, Kapael V Loed Cobi-ingsbt asked, 
laughing, 

" This is one" Rafael answered. " Come in." 



II. 

The noise in the old town was terrific ; Great 
Tom was booming sullenly over the uproar ; the hell 
of Saint Marj's was clanging with alarm ; St. Giles's 
tocsin chimed furiously ; howls, curses, flights of 
brickhats, stones shivering windows, groans of wound- 
ed men, cries of frighteced females, cheers of either 
contending party as it charged the enemy from Carfax 
to Trumpington Street, proclaimed that the battle 
was at its height. 

In Berlin they would have said it was a revolu- 
tion, and the cuirassiers would have heen charging, 
aahre in hand, amidst that infuriate mob. In France 
they would have brought down artillery, and played 
on it with twenty-four pounders. In Cambridge no- 
body heeded the disturbance — it was a Town and 
G-own row. 

The row arose at a boat-race. The Town boat 
(manned by eight stout barges, with the redoubted 
Rdllock for stroke) had bumped the Brazenaose 
light oar, usually at the head of the river. High 
words arose regarding the dispute. After returning 
from Granchester, when the boats pulled back to 
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Christchurch meadows, the disturbance between tlie 
Townflmen and tie TJniYersitj youths — their invaria- 
ble opponents — grew louder and more violent, until it 
broke out in open battle. Sparring and skirmishing 
took place along the pleasant fields that lead from 
the University gate down to the broad and shining 
waters of the Cam, and under the walls of Baliol and 
Sidney Susses. The Duke op Bellamoijt (then a • 
dashing young sizar at Exeter) had a couple of 
rounds with Billy Butt, the bow oar of the Bargee 
boat. "Vavasour of Brazennose was engaged with a 
powerful butcher, a well-known champion of the 
Town party, when, the great University bells ringing 
to dinner, truce was called between the combatants, 
and they retired to their several colleges for refec- 

During the boat-race, a gentleman pulling in a 
canoe, and smoking a Nargilly, had attracted no ordi- 
nary attention. He rowed about a hundred yards 
ahead of the boats in the race, so that he could have 
a good view of that curious pastime. If the eight- 
oars neared him, with a few rapid strokes of his flash- 
ing paddles Ms boat shot a furlong ahead ; then he 
would wait, surveying the race, and sending up vo- 
lumes of odour from his cool Nargilly. 

" Who is he V asked the crowds who panted along 
the shore, encouraging, according to Cambridge wont, 
the efforts of the oarsmen in the race. Town and 
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Gown ilile T-ked who it wa'^ who with an eaie so 
prOTiki) fe in a bitque so tin^lir with a firm stem 
mgly so shn'tt hut 1 skill 10 prod giou'i heat their 
heat men Ivo answer could he giien to the quer} 
save that a gentlemin in a d iik trivellmg chariot, 
preceded hy 'is fouigons md a c urier, had arrived 
the da-i hrfurt it thi Hoop Inn opposite Brazenno^e, 
and that the straagtr ot the canoe ■seemed to he the 
mdividinl ill question 

No wondir the hoat, that all admired oo cOTild 
compete with iny thit evei wis wrought bj Cam 
hndjji. artificer or Putney workman That hi at — 
slim, shining, and shooting through the water like a 
pike ifter a small flsh — was a caique trom Tophana , 
it had distanced the Sultin a oaismen, and the host 
crews of the Capitan Pishi in the Bo«phoriis it wis 
the workmanship of Togkul-Beg, Caikjee Bashoo 
of his Highness, The Bashee had refused fifty 
thousand tomauns from Count BouTGNiErr, the Rus- 
sian Ambassador, for that little marvel. When his 
head was taken off, the Father of Believers presented 
the hoat to Eafael Mendoza. 

It was Bapael Mendoza that saved the Turkish 
Monarchy after the battle of Nezeeh. By sending 
three millions of piastres to the Seraskier ; hy bribing 
Colonel he St. Coknichon, the French envoy in the 
camp of the victorious Ibrahim, the march of the 
Egyptian army was stopped — the menaced empire of 
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the Ottomans was saved from ruin ; tte Marchioness 
OP Stokbpogis, our Ambassador's lady, appeared in 
a suit of diamonds which outhlazed even the Roman- 
off jewels, and KArAEi, Menhoza ohtained the Uttle 
caique. He never travelled without it. It was 
scarcely heavier than an arm-chair. Baroni, the 
courier, had carried it down to the Cam that morning, 
and Eafael had seen the singular sport which we 
have mentioned. 

The dinner over, the young men rushed from 
their colleges, flushed, full-fed, and eager for tattle. 
If the Gown was angry, the Town, too, was on the 
alert. From IfBey and Barnwell, from factory and 
mill, from wharf and warehouse, the Town poured 
out to meet their eueniy, and the hattle was soon 
general. From the Addenbrook's hospital to the 
Blenheim turnpike, all Camhridge was in an uproar 
— the College gates closed — the shops harricaded — 
the shophoys away in support of their brother towns- 
men — the battle raged, and the Gown had the worst 
of the fight. 

A luncheon of many courses had been provided 
for Rafael Menooza at his inn, but he smiled at 
the clumsy efforts of the University cooks to enter- 
tain him, and a couple of dates and a glass of water 
formed his meal. In vain the discomfited landlord 
pressed him to partake of the slighted banquet. " A 
breakfast ! psha 1" aaid be. " My good man, I have 
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nineteen coots, at salaries rising from, four hundred 
a-year. I can tave a dinner at any liouij but a Town 
and Gown row (a Itriokliat here flying through the 
wiEdow, crashed the caraffc of water in Memdoza's 
hand) — a Town and G-owa row is a novelty to me. 
The Town has the best of it, clearly, though the 
men outnumber the lads, Haj a good blow ! How 
that tall townsman went down before yonder slim 
young fellow in the scarlet trencher cap." 

" That is the Loan Codlingsey," the landlord 
said. 

'■ A light weight, but a pretty fighter," Mejjdoza 
remarked. "Well hit with jour left, Lord Con- 
LiNGSEY ; well parried, Lore CoELiNGSBr ; claret 
drawn, by Jupiter ! " 

" Ours is worry fine,'' the landlord said. " Will 
your highness have Chateau Margaux or Laffitto? " 

" He never can bo going to match himself against 
that bargeman I " Rafael exclaimed, as an enormous 
boatman — no other than Rtjllook — indeed, the most 
famous bruiser of Cambridge, and before whose fists 
the gownsmen went down like ninepins, fought his 
way up to the spot where, with admirable spirit and 
resolution, Lord Codlingshy and one or two of his 
friends were raaking head against a number of the 
Town, 

The young noble faced the huge champion with 
t.he gallantry of his race, but was no match for the 
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enemy's strength, and weight, and sinew, and went 
down at every round. The brutal fellow had no 
mercy on the lad. His savage treatment chafed 
Mendoza as he viewed the unequal combat from the 
inn-window. " Hold your hand ! " be cried to this 
UoLiATH ; " Don't you see he's hut a hoy t " 

" Down he goes again ! " the bargeman cried, not 
heeding the interruption. " Down he goes again : I 
likes wapping a Lord ! " 

" Coward 1 " shouted Mendoza ; and to fling open 
the window amidst a shower of briclibats, to vault 
over the balcony, to slide down one of the pillars to 
the ground, was an instant's work. 

At the nest ha stood before the o 



After the Coroner's Inquest, Mekdoza gave ten 
thousand pounds to each of the bargeman's ten chil- 
dren, and it was thus his first acquaintance was 
formed with Lour Codlingsby. 

Butwe are lingering on the threshold of tho honsc 
in Holywell Street. Let us go in ! 



UouFRBT Diid Rafael passed from the street into 
the outer shop of the old mansion in Holywell Street. 
It was n maHfiuevade warehouse, to all appenvancR, 
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A dark-eyed damsel of the nation was standing at 
the dark and grimy counter, strewed with old feathers, 
old yellow hoots, old stage mantles, painted masks, 
blind and yet gazing at you with a look of sad 
death-like intelligence from the vacancy behind their 
sockets. 

A medical student was trying one of the doublets 
of orange-tawney and silver, slashed with dirty light 
blue. He was going to a masquerade that night. He 
thought PoLi.Y Fattens would admire him in the 
drcss^Pox-LY Pattens, the fairest of maids-of-all- 
work — the Borough Vexus, adored by half the youth 

" You look like a Prince in it, Mr. Lint," pretty 
Kachel said, coaxing him with her beady black 
eyes.' 

" It is the cheese," replied Mr. Lint ; " it ain't 
the dress that don't suit, my rose of Sharon ; it's the 
figure. Hullo, Rapael, is that you, my lad of seal- 
ing wax? Come and intercede for me with this wild 
gazelle ; she says I oan't have it under fifteen bob for 
the night. And it's too much : cuss mo if it's not 
too much, unless you'll take my little bill at two 
months, Rafael," 

" There's a sweet pretty brigand's dress you may 
have for half de monish," Rafael replied ; " there's 
a splendid clown for eight bob ; but for dat Spanish 
dress, selp ma Moshbsh, Mistrabr Lint, ve'd ask a 
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guinea of any but you. Here's a gentleraansh just 
oome to look at it. Look ear, Mr. Browksh, did 
yon ever shee a nister ting dan dail" So saying, 
Eapael turned to Lokd Oodlingsby with the utmost 
gravity, and displayed to him the garment ahout 
which the yoimg Medious was haggliag. 

"Cheap at the money," Codljkgsby replied ; "if 
yoii won't make up youv mind, sir, I should like to 
engage it myself." But the thought that another 
should appear hefore Polly Pattens in that costume 
was too much for Me. Lint : he agreed to pay the 
fifteen shillings for the garment. And Rafael, pock- 
eting the money with perfect simplicity, said " Dis 
vay, Mr. Browksh ; dere's someting vill shoot you 
in the next shop." 

Lord Oodlingsby followed him, wondering, 
" You are surprised at our system," said Eafael, 
marking the evident bewilderment of his friend, "Con- 
fess you would call it meanness-— my hustei'ing with 
yonder young fool. I call it simplicity. Why throw 
away a shilling without need? Our race never did. 
A shilling is four men's bread: shall I disdain to 
defile ray fingers by holding them out relief in their 
necessity 5 It is you who are mean — you Normans — 
not we of the ancient race. You have your vulgar 
measurement for great things and small. You call 
a thousand pounds respectable, and a shekel despi- 
cable. Psha. my Codlinosby I One is as the other. 
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I trade in pennies and in mUlions. I am above or 
below neitker." 

They were passing through a second shop, smell- 
ing strongly of cedar, and, in fact, piled up with bales 
of those pencils which the joang Hebrews are in the 
habit of Tending through the streets. " I have sold 
bundles and bundles of these," said Kafael. '■ My 
little brotlier is now out with oranges ia Piccadilly. 
I am bringing tim up to be head of our house at 
Amsterdam. We all do it. I had myself to see 
Rothschild in Baton Place, this morning, about the 
Trish loan, of which I have taken three millions ; and 
9S I wanted to walk, I earned the bag. 

" You should have seen the astonishment of 
Laitoa LATYiirea, the Aechbishop op CitoYDON'f 
■Jaughter, as she was passing to St. Bennot's, Knightfi- 
bi-idge, and as she fanoied she recognised in the 
man who was crying old clothes the gentleman with 
whom she had talked at the CouisiT db Saint Aii- 
r.AiEE's the night before." Something like a blufi'i 
flushed over the pale features of BIendoza as lie 
Tuentioned the Lady Lauda's name. "Come on," 
said he. They passed through vai-ious warehouses— 
the orange room, the sealing- was room, the sis-bladed- 
knife department, and finally came to an old baize 
door. Kafael opened the baizcd door by some 
secret contrivance, and they were in a black passage, 
with a ourtain at the end. 
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He clapped hia hands ; tte curtain at tie end of 
e passage drew back, and a flood of golden light 
i-eamcd on tlie Hebrew and Lis visitor. 



OHAri'KK XXIV. 

They entered a nioderate-aized apartment — -in- 
deed, Holywell Street is not above a Imnclred yards 
long, and this chamber was not more than half that 
length — and fitted up with the simple taste of its 

Tl J t -w f h t 1 t— {I 1 'er several 
b f A J uh I p 1 1 \. ter, BO that 

y f t d 1 1 i upon the 

y n g pi tl tl h d w 1 I h h followed 
y ) — t wl t 1 t p nt 1 w th fl wers, ara- 
h 1 d I fig by 8 W lAM Ross, 

J M T R A M M 1 Pa-L Dela- 

BOCHE. The edges were wrought with seed-pearls, 
and fringed with Valeneiennes laoe and bullion. The 
walls were hung with cloth of silver, embroidered 
with gold figures, over which were worked pome- 
granates, polyanthuses, and passion-flowers, in niby, 
amethyst, and smaragd. The drops of dew which the 
artificer had sprinkled on the flowers were diamonds. 
The hangings were overhung by pictures yet more 
costly. GioRGiONR the gorgeous, Titian the golden, 
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EuBE^B the ruddy and pulpy (the Pan of Painting), 
some of MvRiLLo's beatified shepliei-dosses, wlio 
smile on you out of darkness like a star ; a few score 
first-class Leonardos, and fifty of the master-pieces 
of the patron of Julius and Leo, the Imperial genius 
of Ukbino, covered the walls of the little chamber. 
Divans of carved amber covered with ermine went 
round the room, and in the midst was a fountain, 
pattering and babbling with jets of double-distilled 
otto of roses. 

■ -'Pipes, Goliath 1 " Rafael said gaily to a little 
negro with a silver collar (he spoke to him in hia 
native toBgue of Dongola); "and welcome to our 
snuggery, my Codllvgsby. We are quieter here than 
in the front of the house, and I wanted to show you 
a picture. I'm proud of my pictures. That Leo- 
nardo came from Genoa, and was a gift to our father 
from my cousin, Marshal TtlANAssEH ; that Murillo 
was pawned to nij uncle by Maeie Antoinette before 
the flight to Varennes — the poor lady could not 
redeem the pledge, you know, and the picture remains 
with us. As for the Baeael, I suppose jou are 
aware that he was one of our people. But what are 
you gazing at? ! my sister — I forgot — Mikiam ! 
this is the Lord Codlikgsby." 

She had been seated at an ivory piano-forte on a 
mother-of-pearl music-stool, trying a sonata of Hekz, 
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She rose when thus apostrophised. Miriam be Mes- 
BOZA rose and greeted the' stranger. 

The Talmud relates that Adasi had two wives — 
ZiLLAH the dark heauty ; Eva the fair one. The 
ringlets of Zillaii were black; those of Eva were 
golden. The eyes of Zillah were night; those of 
Eva were morning, Codlingsby was fair — of the 
fair Saxon race of Henoist and Horsa — they called 
him Miss Oodlingsby at school; but how much fairer 
was MiEUM the Hebrew I 

Her hair had that deep glowing tinge in it which 
has been the delight of all painters, and which, there- 
fore, the vulgar sneer at. It was of burning auburn. 
Meandering over her fairest shoulders La twenty 
thousand minute ringlets, it hung to her waist and 
below it, A light blue velvet fillet clasped with a 
diamond aigrette, {valued at two hundred thousand 
t«niaun3,and bought from Lii-UTEKAXTVicovicHjWho 
had received it from Dost Mahomed,) with a simple 
bird of paradise formed her head gear. A sea-gi-een 
cymar with short sleeves, displayed her esr[uisitely 
moulded arms to perfection, and was fastened by a 
girdle of emeralds over a yellow satin frock. Pink 
gauze trousers spangled with silver, and slippers of 
the same colour as the band which clasped her ring- 
lets {but so covered with pearls that the original hue 
of the charming little papoosb disappeared entirely) 
completed her costume. She had three necklaces on, 
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each of which would have dowered a Princess — her 
fingers glistened with rings to their rosy tips, and 
priceless hracelets. bangles, and armlets wound round 
an arm that was whiter than the ivory grand piano 
on which it leaned. 

As MiEiAM BE Mekdoza greeted the stranger, 
turning upon him the solemn welcome of her eyes, 
ConLiKGSBy swooned almost in the brightness of her 
beauty. It was well she spoke ; the sweet kind 
voice restored him to oonsoiousness. Muttering a 
few words of incoherent recognition, he sank upon a 
sandal-wood settee, as Goluth, the little slave, 
brought aromatic coffee ia cups of opal, and alabaster 
spittoons, and pipes of the fragrant Gibelly. 

" MjJord's pipe is out," said MmiAii with a smile, 
remarking the bewilderment of her guest — who in 
truth forgot to smoke — and taking up a thousand 
pound note from a bundle on the piano, she lighted 
it at the taper and proceeded to re-illume the extin- 
guished eliibouk of LoriD Oodlikgsey. 



IV. 

WiiEN MiitiAM, returning to the niotiier-of-peari 
music-stool, at & signal from her brother, touohcd the 
sUvcr and enamelled keys of the ivory piano, and be- 
gan to sing, T.OKD CoDLiNGSBY fcit as if he were lis- 
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telling at tlie gates of J'aradise, or were heariug Jenny 

LiND. 

" LiND is a name of the Hebrew race ; so ia Men- 
helssohn, the Son of Almonds ; so is Rosenthal, the 
Valley of tho Roses ; so is Lowe or Lewis or Lyons 
or Lion — the beautiful and the brave alike give 
cognizances to the ancient people — jou Saxons call 
yourselves Brown, or Smith, or Roegers," Rafael 
observed to his fuend, and diawing the instrument 
from his pnukct, ho accompanied his sister, in the 
most ravishin(< manner on a little gold and jewelled 
harp, of the kind ptculiir to his nation. 

All the aiis which the Hebrew maid selected 
were written by ecraposeis of her race ; it was either 
a hymn bj Rossini i polacca by Buaham, a delicious 
romance by SLfiiAN, or a melody by Weber, that, 
thrilling on the string's of the instrument, wakened a 
harmony on the fibres of the heart j but she sang no 
other than the songs of her nation, 

" Beautiful one ! siag ever, sing always," Cor- 
LiNGsBY thought. " I could sit at thy feet as under 
3 green palm-tree, and fancy that Para disc -birds were 
ringing in the houghs." 

Rafael read his thoughts. '■ Wo have Saxon 
ilood too in our veins," he said. *■ You smile ; but it 
.s even so. An ancestress of ours made a mesalliance 
in tho reign of your King John, Her name was 
Rebecca, daughter of Isaac op York, and she mar- 
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rted in Siain T.hithei islie t-id fled to the Coui-t of 
KI^'. BniBiiL Sir Wilfrid cf Ivakhob, then a 
widower hj the demist of his first lady, Eo\ve-"Ja. 
The match was deemed a cruel insult amongst our 
people hut Wilfrid contormed ind was a Rahbi 
of some note at the synagogue at Cordova. We are 
descended fiom him Iineallj It is tlie only blot 
upon the eiLutoheoa o£ the jMe'^dczas." 

As thi-y sate talking together the music finished 
d M h g t d (th h h d h 

b ty w t n p t t th ul f th t g ) 
t gn I f M f 

th t p tm t m t t t b m 

1 t t w M A wli k I h f t 

db btjj t Hwthhusen 

Grros^enor &i|uare, AmihiDAB , and is your son tirod 
of Hs yacht yet?" M end oz a asked, "That is my 
twenty-foui'th cashier,". said Rafael to Codlingsbt, 
when the obsecjaious clerk went away. " He is fond 
of display, and all my people may have what money 
they like." 

Entered presently the Lord Barbackes, oh the 
affair of his mortgage The Lord Bareacres, strut- 
ting into the "tpnrtmeiit with i hiughty air, shrank 
back, neverthelesa with smpri^e on beholding the 
magnificence around him " Little Mordecai," said 
Bafael to a little orange-boy, who came in at the 
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Iieela of the aoljle, " take this gentloman out aad let 
him liave ten thousand pounds, I can't do more for 
you, my lord, than this—I'm husy. Good bye ! " and 
Bapael waved his hand to the peer, aod fell to 
smoking his Na.i-gilly. 

A man witli a square f;\ue, cat-like eyes, and a 
yellow moustache, came nest. He had an hour-glass 
of a waist, and walked uneasily upon his high-heeled 
boots, " Tell yonr master that he shall have two 
millions more, htit not another shilling," Rafael 
said. " That story about the fivo-and-twenty millions 
of ready money at Cronstadt is all bosh. They won't 
believe it in Europe. You understand me, Count 
■ Grogomoptski ? " 

" But his Imperial Majesty said four millions, and 
I shall get the knout unless — " 

"Go and speak to Me, Shaduacii, in room Z 94, 
the foui'th Court," said Mencoza good-naturodly. 
" Leave me at peace. Count ; don't you see it is Fri- 
day, and almost sunset?" The Calmuck envoy re- 
th'ed cringing, and left an odour of musk and eandle- 
grease behind him. 

An orange-man ; an emissary from Lola Mowtes ; 
a dealer in piping hnlfinches ; and a Cardinal in dis- 
guise, with a proposal for a new loan for the Pope, 
were heard by turus, and each, after a rapid colloquy 
in his own language, was dismissed by Rafael. 

" The Quels must come back from Aranjuez, or 
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that king must be disposed of," Kapael exclaimed, 
as a jellow-faeed ambassador from Spain, General 
THE DcKE OP Olla Podrida, left bim, " Which 
shall it he, my Codlingsey 1 " Codlingsby was 
about laughingly to answer, for indeed he was amazed 
to find ail the affairs of the world represented here, 
and Holywell Street the centre of Europe, when three 
knocks of a peculiar nature were heard, and Meb- 
DozA, starting up, said, " Ha 1 there are only foiir 
men in the world who know that signal." At once, 
and with a reverence quite distinct from his former 
nonchalant manner, he advanced towards the new 
comer. 

He was an old man — an old man evidently, too, 
of the Hebrew race — the light of his eyes was un- 
fathomable — about his mouth there played au inscru- 
table Bmilo. He had a cotton umbrella, and old 
trowsers, and old boots, and an old wig, curling at 
the top liire a rotten old pear, 

.He sate down as if tired. In the first seat at hand, 
aa Rafael made him the lowliest reverence. 

" I am tired," says he ; " I have come in fifteen 
hours. I am ill at NeuiUy," he added with a grin. 
" Get me some eau sucrie, and tell me the news. 
Prince db Mensoza. These bread rows ; this un- 
popularity of GoizoT ; this odious Spanish conspiracy 
against my darling Montpensieu and daughter ; this 
ferocity of Palmekston against Colettj, maku me 
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quite ill. Give me your opinion, my dear duke. But 
lia ! whom have we here? " 

The august individual who had spoken, hacl used 
the Hebrew language to address Mendoza, and the 
Lord Godlingsby might easily have pleaded igno- 
rance of that tongue. But he had been at Cam- 
bridge, where all the youth acquire it perfectly. 

" Sire,^' said he, " 1 will not disguise from you 
that I know the ancient tongue in which jou speak. 
There are probably secrets between Mendoz.i and 
your Ma J — " 

" Hush ! " said Rafael, leading him from the 
room ; " Au revoir, dear Codlingsby. His Majesty 
is one of ws," he whispered at the door ; " so is the 
Pope of Rome; so is * * *" — a whisper con- 
cealed the rest. 

" Gracious powers ! is it bo 1 " said Gobli.-jcsby, 
musing. He entered into Holywell Street. The 
sun was sinking. 

" It is time," said be. " to go and fetcli Fifine lo 
the Olympic." 
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As there are Bome consumptive travellers, who, hy 
dodging about to Italy, to Malta, to Madeira, man- 
age to cheat the winter, and for whose lungs a per- 
petual warmth is necessary ; so there are people to 
whom, in lite manner, London is a necessity of exist- 
ence, and who follow it all the year round. Such in- 
dividuals, when London goes out of town, follow it to 
Brighton, which is, at this season, London plus prawns 
for breakfast and the sea-air. Blessings on the sea- 
air, which gives you an appetite to eat them ! 

You may get a decent hed-roora aud sittiug-roum 
here for a guinea a day. Our friends the Botibols 
have three rooms, and a hedstead disguised like a 
chest of drawers in the drawing-room, for which they 
pay something less than a hundred pounds a month. 
I could not understand last night why the old gen- 
tleman, who usually goes to bed early, kept yawning 



Ho-odt,GoOgk' 



114 



and fidgetting in the drawing-room after tea ; until, 
witb. some hesitation, te made tlie confession that the 
apartment in question was his bed-room, and revealed 
the mystery of the artful chest of drawers. Botibol's 
house in Bedford Square is as spacious as an Italian 
palace : the seeond-floor front, in which the worthy 
man sleeps, would accommodate a regiment, and hero 
they sc[iieeze him into a chiffonniire '. How Mrs. B, 
and tho four delightful girls can he stowed away in 
the hack room, I tremble to think : what bachelor 
has a right to ask ? But the air of the sea makes up 
for the closeness of the lodgings. I have just seen 
them on tho Cliff — mother and daughters were all 
blooming like crimson double dahlias \ 

You meet everybody on that Cliff. For a small 
charge you may hire the very fly in which I rode ; 
with the very horse, and the very postilion, in a pink 
striped chintz jacket — which may have been the cover 
of an arm-chair once — and straight whitey-brown 
hair, and little wash-leather inexpressibles, the cheap- 
est little caricature of a post-boy eyes have ever 
lighted on. I seldom nsed to select his carriage, for 
the horse and vehicle looked feeble, and unequal to 
bearing a person of weight ; but, last Sunday, I saw 
an Israelitish family of distinction ensconced in the 
poor little carriage— the ladies with the most flaming 
polkas, and flounces all the way up ; the gent, in vel- 
vet waistcoat, with pins in his breast big enough once 
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to have surmounted the door of his native pawn- 
broker's shop, and a complement of hook-nosed chil- 
dren, magnificent in attire. Their number and mag- 
nifieeneo did not break the carriage down ; the little 
postilion bumped up and down as usual, as the old 
horse went his usual pace. How they spread out, 
and basked, and shone, and were happy in the sun 
there — those honest people! The Blosaie Arabs 
abound here ; and they rejoice and are idle with a, 
gra¥c and solemn pleasure, as becomes their Eastern 
origin. 

If you don't mind the expense, hire a ground- 
floor window on the Cliff, and examine the stream of 
human nature which passes by. That stream is a 
league in length ; it pours from Bi-unswick Terrace 
to Kemp Town, and then tumbles back again ; and 
so rolls, and as it rolls perpetually, keeps rolling on 
from throe o'clock till dinner-time. 

Ha ! what a crowd of well-known London faces 
you behold here— only the sallow countenances look 
pink now, and devoid of care. I have seen this very 
day, at least — 

Torty-nine Railroad directors, who would have 
been at Baden-Baden but for the lines in pro- 
gress ; and who, though breathing the fresh 
air, are within an hour and a half of the City. 

Thirteen barristers, of more or less repute, in- 
cluding the Soi.icitor-Gbkeral himself, whose 
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open and jovial countenance beamed witii be- 
nevolence upon the cheerful scene. 
A Hebrew dentist driving a curricle. 
At least twelve well-known actors or actresses. 
It went to my heart to see the most fashion- 
able of them, driving about in a little four- 
wheeled ponynshaise, the like of which might 
be hired for five shillings. 
Then you have tigbt-laced dragoons, trotting up 
and down with solemn, handsome, stupid faces, and 
huge yellow inustachios. Myriads of flies, laden with, 
happy cockneys ; pathetic invalid chairs trail along, 
looking too much like coffins already, in which poor 
people are brought out to catch a glimpse of the sxm. 
Grand eijuipages are scarce ; I saw Lady Wilhelmi- 
NA WiGGiNs's lovely nose and auburn ringlets peep- 
ing out of a cab, liired at haif-a-crown an hour, 
lietween her ladyship and her sister, the Pni_N'CEss 
Oysterowski. 

The old gentleman who began to take lessons 
when we were here three years ago, at the Tepid 
Swimming Bath, with the conical top, I am given to 
understand is still there, and may be seen in the 
water, from nine till five. 
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(From iM Deirirs Dyte.) 

When the exultant and long-eared animal describ- 
ed in tlie fable revelled madly in the frog-pond, 
dashing about his tail and hoof among tiie unfortu- 
nate inhabitants of that piece of water, it is stated, 
that the frogs remonstrated, exclaiming, " Why, 
donkey, do you come kicking about in our habita- 
tion i It may be good fun to you to lash out, and 
plunge, and kick in this absurd manner, but it ia 
death to us ; " on which the good-natured quadruped 
agreed to discontinue his gambols ; and left the frogs 
to bury their dead and rest hencefortli undisturbed 
in their poo!. 

The inhabitants of Brighton are the froga — and 
I dare say they will agree as to the applicability of 
the rest of the simile. It might be good fun to me 
to " mark their maimers, and their ways survey ; " 
but TOuld it be altogether agreeable to them? I am 
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sorry to eonfesa it has not proved so, having receiTed 
at least three hundred letters of pathetic remon- 
strance, furious coniplaintj angry swagger, and threat- 
ening omens, entreating me to leave the Brighto- 
niauB alone. The lodging-house keepers are up in 
arms. Mits. Screw sajs she never let her lodgings 
at a guinea a day, and invites me to occupy her 
drawing and bed-room for five guineas a week. Mr, 
Squeezer swears that a guinea a day is an atrocious 
calumny : he would turn his ■wife, his children, and 
his bed-ridden mother in-law out of doors if he could 
get such a sum for the rooms they occupy — (but this, 
I suspect is a pretext of Squeezer's to get rid of his 
mother-in-law, in which project I wish him luck). 
Mrs. Slop hopes she may never again cut a slice out 
of a lodger's joint (the cannibal !) if she won't be 
readyat the most crowdidest of seasons to let her first- 
floor for six pounds ; and finally, Mr. Skiver writes : 
— " Sir, — your-ill advised publication has passed like 
a whirlwind over the lodging-houses of Brighton. 
You have rendered our families desolate, and prema- 
turely closed our season. As you have destroyed the 
lodging-houses, couldn't you, now, walk into the board- 
ing houses, and say a kind word to ruin the hotels ? " 
And is it so? Is the power of the Commission- 
er's eye so fatal that it withers the object on which it 
falls ? Is the condition of his life so dreadful that 
he destroys all whom he comes near 1 Have I made 
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But 710, 1 will not describe the place. Why should 
my fatal glance bring a curse apon it ! The pea- 
soup lake would dry up — leaving its bed a vacant 
tureen— the leaves would drop from the scorched 
trees — the pretty flowers would wither and fade — the 
rockets would not rise at night, nor the rebel wheels 
go round — the money-taker at the door would grow 
mouldy and die in his moss-grown and deserted cell. 
— Aminadab would lose his engagement. Why should 
tliese things be, and this ruin occur? James! pack 
the portmanteau and tell the landlord to brinj^ the 
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bill ; order horsea immediately — this day I wUl quit 
Brigtton. 

Other appalling facts have como to notice ; all 
showing more or less the eseitcment created by my 
publication. 

The officers of the ISOtli Hussars, accused of 
looking handsome, solemn, and stupid, have had a 
meeting in the mess-room, where the two final epi- 
thets have been rescinded in a string of resolutions. 

But it isthepooryeliow-breeched postilion who has 
most siiffered. When the picture of him came out, 
crowds flocked to see him. He was mobbed all the 
way down the Cliff; wherever he drove his little 
phaeton, people laughed, and pointed with the finger 
and said, " That is he." The poor child was thus 
made the subject of piiblic laughter by my interfer- 
ence — and what has been the coii6ec[uenee ? In 
order to disguise him as much as possible, his Master- 
has bought him a hat. 

The children of Israel are in a fury too. They 
do not like to ride in flies since my masterly repre- 
sentation of them a fortnight since. They are giv- 
ing up their houses daily. You read in the Brighton 

papers, among the departures, " Neeuzaradan, 

Escj., and family for London;" or Solomon Eamotk- 
GiLEAD,Esc[.,has quitted his mansion in Marine Cres- 
cent ; circumstances having induced him to shorten 
his stay among us ," and so on. The people enii- 
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grate by hundreds ; they can't bear to be made the 
object of remark in the public walks and drives — and 
they are flying from a city of which they might have 
made a new Jerusalem. 
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I HAVE always had a taste for the second-rate in 
life. Secoad-rate poetry, for instance, is an uncom- 
mon deal pleasanter to my fancy tbau your great 
thundering first-rate epio poems. Your Miltobs and 
Dantes are magnificent, — but a bore; whereas an 
ode of Horace, or a song of Tommy Moore, is always 
fresh, sparkling, and welcome. Second-rate claret, 
again, is notoriously better than first-rate wine : you 
get the former geauine, whereas the latter is a loaded 
and artificial composition that cloys the palate and 
bothers the reason. 

Second-rate beauty in women is likewise, I main- 
tain, more agreeable than first-rate charms. Your 
first-rate Beauty is grand, severe, awful — a faultless, 
frigid angel of five feet nine— superb to beliold at 
church, or in tlie park, or at a drawing-room — but ah ! 
bow inferior to a sweet little second-rate creature, 
with smiling eyes, and a little second-rate nez re- 
troiissf, with which you fall in love in a minute. 
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Second-rate novels I also assert to be superior to 
the best works of fiction. Thej give jou no trouble 
to read, excite do painful emotions — jou go tlirough 
them with a gentle, languid, agreeable interest. Mr. 
James's romances are perfect in this way. The nt 
plus ultra of indolence may be enjoyed during their 
perusal. 

For the same reason, I like second-rate theatrical 
entertainments — a good little company in a provincial 
town, acting good old stupid stock comedies and farces; 
where nobody comes to the theatre, and you may lie 
at ease in the pit, and get a sort of intimacy with 
each actor and actress, and know every bar of the 
music that the three or four fiddlers of the little or- 
chestra play throughout the season. 

The Brighton Theatre would he admirable but 
for one thing— Me. Hooper, the Manager, will per- 
sist in having Stars down from London — blazing 
Mackeadys, resplendent Miss Cusiiihaks, fiery Wal- 
LACKs, and the like. Oa these occasions it is very 
possible that the house may be filled and the Mana- 
ger's purpose answered ; but where does all your 
comfort go then? You can't loll oyer four benches 
in the pit — you are squeezed and hustled in an in- 
convenient crowd there — ^you are fatigued by the per- 
petual straggles of the apple-ami-ginger-beer boy, who 
■win pass down your row — and for what do you nn- 
dergo this labour ? To see Hamlet and Lady Mac- 
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beth, forsooth ! as if eTCiy body had not seen them a 
thousand times. No, on such star nights " The Com- 
missioner" prefers a wallr on the Cliff to the charms 
of the Brighton Theatre, I can have first-rate trag- 
edy in London ; in the country give me good old 
country faro — the good old comedies and farces — the 
dear good old melodramas. 

We had one the other day in perfection. We 
were, I think, about four of us in the pit j the ginger- 
beer boy miglit wander about quite at his ease. There 
was a respectable family in a private box, and some 
pleasant fellows in the gallery ; and we saw, with 
leisure and delectation, that famous old melodrama, 
The Warlock of the Glen. 

In a pasteboard cottage, on the banks of the 
Atlantic Ocean, there lived once a fisherman, who had 
a little canvass boat, in which it is a wonder he was 
never swamped, for the boat was not above three feet 
long ; and I was ^tonished at his dwelling in the 
cottage, too ; for, though a two-storied one, it was not 
above five feet high ; and I am sure the fisherman 
was six feet without his shoes. 

As he was standing at the door of his cot, looking 
at some young persons of the neighbourhood who were 
dancing a reel, a scream was heard, as issuing from 
tho neighbouring forest, and a lady with dishevelled 
hair, and a beautiful infant ia her hand, rushed in. 
"What meant that scream? We wero longing to 
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know, but the gallery insisted on the reel over again, 
and the poor injured lady had to wait until the dance 
was done before she could explain her unfortunate 
ease. 

It was briefly this : she was no other than Adela, 
Countess of Gkncairn ; the boj in her hand was 
Gkncaim's only cliild : three years since her gallant 
hwsbancl had fallen in fight, or, worse still, by the 
Land of the assassin. 

He had left a brother, Clanronald. What was 
the conduct of that surviving relative? Was it fra- 
ternal towards the widowed Adela ? Was it avun- 
cular to the orphan boy ? Ah, no ! For three years 
he had locked her up in his castle, under pretence 
that she was mad, pursuing her all the while with his 
odious addresses. But she loathed his suit ; and, 
refusing to become MiS. (or Lady) Clanronald, took 
this opportunity to escape and fling herself on the 
protection of the loyal vassals of her lord. 

She had hardly told her pathetic tale when voices 
were heard without. Criesof" Follow 1 follow!" re- 
sounded through the wildwood ; the gentlemen and 
ladies engaged in the reel fled, and the Countess and 
her child, stepping into the skiff, disappeared down 
a slote, to the rage and disappointment of Clanronald, 
who now arrived — a savagedooking nobleman indeed I 
and followed by two ruffians, of most ferocious aspect, 
and having in their girdles a pair of those little 
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notched dumpy swords, with round iron Hits to guard 
the knuckles, by which I knew that a combat would 
probably take place ere long. And the result proved 
that I was right. 

Flying along the wild niargent of the sea, in the 
next act, the poor Adela was pursued by Chinro- 
nald ; biit though she jumped into the waves to avoid 
him, the unhappy lady was rescued from the briny 
element, and carried back to her prison ; Clanronald 
swearing a dreadful oath that she should marry him 
that very day. 

He meanwhile gave orders to his two ruffians, 
Murdoch and Hamish, to pursue the little boy into 
the wood, and there — there murder him. 

But there is always a power in melodramas that 
watches over innocence ; and these two wretched 
ones were protected by TtiR Warlock or the Glen. 

All through their misfortunes, this mysterions 
being watched them with a tender interest. When 
the two ruffians were abont to mnrdcr the child, he 
and the fisherman rescued him — their battle swords 
(after a brief combat of four) sank powerless before 
his wizard staff, and they fled in terror. 

Haste we to the Castle of Glencaim. What cer- 
emony is about to take place % What has assembled 
those two noblemen, and those three ladies in calico 
trains? A marriage I Butwhat aunion ! The lady 
Adela is dragged to the chapel-donr by the tni.tculent 
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Clanronald. '-Lady," he says, "you are mine, Ke- 
sistance is unavailing. Submit ■with good grace. 
Henceforth, what power on earth can separate jou 
from me?" 

" Mine can," cries the Wa.rhclc of the Glen, rush- 
bg in, '■ Tyrant and assassin of iiy brother ! know 
ttat Glencairn — Gflencairc, thy brother and Lord, 
whom tliy bravo3 were commissioned to slay — know 
that, for three years, a solemn yow (sworn to tie vil- 
lain that spared his life, and expired yesterday) bound 
him never to reveal Lis esiatenco — know that Be is 
near at hand ; and repent, while yet there is time." 

The lady Adela!s emotion may be guessed when 
she heard this news: but Ctewrowo/t^, received it with 
contemptuous soepticiam. " And where is this dead 
man come alive 1 " laughed lie. 

"He is HERB," shouted the Warlock of the Glen: 
and to fling away his staff — to dash off his sham beard 
and black gown — to appear in a red dress, with tights 
and yellow boots, as became Glencairn's earl — was 
the work of a moment. The Countess recognized 
him with a scream of joy. Clanronald retired, led 
off by two soldiers i and the joy of the Earl and 
Countess was completed by the arrival of their only 
son (a clever little girl of the Hebrew persuasion ) in 
the arias of the fisherman. 

The curtain fell on this happy scene. The fiddlers 
had ere this disappeared. The ginger-beer boy went 
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home to a virtuous family, that was probably looking 
out for him. The respectahle family in the boxes 
went off in a fly. The little audieuoe spread abroad, 
and were lost in the labyrinths of the city. The 
lamps of the Theatre Royal were extiDguished : and 
all — all was still. 
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I. 

Have the kindness, my dear PuGSBr, to despatch 
me a line when they have done painting the emoking- 
room at the Megatherium, that I may come hack to 
town. After suffering as we have all tHe year, not 
so much from the had ventilation of the room, as 
from the suffocating dulness of Wheezer, Snoozer, 
and WniFrLER, who freq^uent it, I Lad hoped for 
quiet hy the sea-shore here, and that ovce three abom- 
inable acquaintances had quitted England. 

I had scarcely been ten minutes in the place, my 
ever dear PugsbYj when I mot old Snoozer walking 
with young De BosKir, of the Tatters- and- Starvation 
Club, on the opposite side of our sc[uare, and ogling 
the girla on the Cliff, the old wretch, as if he had not 
a wife and half-a-dozen daughters of his own, in 
Pockliugton Square. He hooked on to my arm as 
if he had been the Old Man of the Sea, and I found 
myself introduced to young De Bosky, a man whom 
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I have carefully avoided as an odious and disrepu- 
table tiger, the tuft on whose cLiu has been always 
particularly disagreeable to me, and who is besides 
a Captain, or Commodore, or some such thing, la the 
Bundolcund Cavalry. The clink and glitter of his 
spurs is perfectly abominable ; he is screwed so tight 
in his waistband that I wish it eould render him 
speechless (for when he does speak he is so stupid 
that he sends you to sleep while actually walking 
with him) ; and as for his chest, which he bulges out 
against the shoulders of all the passers-by, I am sure 
that he carries a part of his wardrobe in it, and that 
be is wadded with stockiugs and linen as if he were 
a walking carpet-bag. 

This fellow saluted two-thirds of the carriages 
which passed, with a knowing nod, and a military 
swagger so arrogant, that I feel continually the great- 
est desire to throttle him.. 

Well, Sir, before we had got from the Tepid 
Swimming Bath to Mutton's the pastrycook's, whom 
should we meet hut Wheezer, to be sure. Wheezer, 
driving up and down the Cliff at half-a^crown an hour, 
with his hideous family, Mks, Wheezer, the Mrss 
Wheezers in fur tippets and drawn bonnets with 
spring-flowers in them, a huddle and squeeze of little 
Wheezers sprawling and struggling on the back 
seat of the carriage, and that horrible boy whom 
Wheezer brings to the Club sometimes, actually 



Ho;-dt,GoOgk' 



131 



seated on the bos of the fly, and ready to drive, if 
the goaclimaii should be intoxicated or inclined to 
relinquish his duty. 

Wheezer sprang out of the vehicle ivith a cordi- 
ality that made me shudder. " Hullo, my boy ! " said 
he, seizing my trembling hand. " What ! you here 1 
Hang me if the whole Club isn't here, I'm at 56, 
Horse Marine Parade. Where are you lodging? 
We're out for a holiday, and will make a jolly time 
of it." 

The benighted, the conceited old wretch ! He 
would not let go my hand until I told him where I 
resided — at Mas. Muggebidge's in Black Lion Street, 
where I have a tolerable view of the sea, if I risk the 
loss of my equilibrium and the breakage of my back, 
by stretching three quarters of my body out of my 
drawing-room window. 

As he stopped to speak to mo. his carriage of 
course stopped likewise, forcing all the vehicles in 
front and behind him, to halt or to precipitate them- 
selves over the railings on to the shingles and the 
sea. The cabs, the flys, the shandrydans, the sedan- 
chairs with the poor old invalids inside; the old 
maids', the dowagers' chariots, out of which you see 
countenances scarcely less deathlike; the stupendous 
cabs, out of which the whiskered heroes of the gallant 
Onety-oneth look down on us people on foot; the 
hacks mounted by young ladies from the equestrian 
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schools, by whose sides the riding-masters canter 
confidentially — everybody stopped. There was a 
perfect strangury in the street ; and I should have 
liked not only to throttle De Bosky, but to n 
Wheezer, too. 

Tho wretched though unconseioas being i 
on nailing me for dinner before he would leave me ; 
and I heard him say (that is, by the expression of 
his coitntenanee, and the glances which his wife and 
children cast at mo, I knew he said), " That is tho 
young and dashing I'oi.kstonb Canterbury, tho cele- 
brated contributor to Punch,'" 

The crowd, Sir, on the Cliff was perfectly fright- 
ful. It is my belief nobody goes abroad any more. 
Everybody is at Brighton. I met three hundred at 
least of our acquaintances in the course of a quarter 
of an hour, and before we could reach Brunswick 
Square I met dandies. City meu. Members of Parlia- 
ment I met my tailor walking with liis wife, with 
a geranium blooming in his wretched button-hole, as 
if money wasn't tight in the City, and everybody had 
paid him everything everybody owed him, I turned 
and sickened at the sight of that man. " Snoozer," 
SMd I, " I will go on the Pier." 

I went, and to find what? — Wiutflke, by all 
that is unmerciful ! — ^Whitfler, whom we see every 
day, in the same chair, at the Megatherium. Whif- 
PLER, whom not to see is to make all the good fellows 
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at the Club happy. I have seen him every day, and 
many times a day sinoe. At the moment of our first 
rencontre I was so saisi, so utterly overcome by rage 
and despair, that I would have flung myself into tlie 
azure wayea sparkling calmly around me, but for the 
chains of the Pier. 

I did not take that aqueoua suicidal plucge — I 
resolved to live, and why, my dear Pugsby? Who 
do you think approached us ? Were you not at one 
of his parties last season? I have polked in his sa- 
loons, I have nestled under the mahogany of his 
dining-room, at least one hundred and twenty thousand 
times. It was Ma. Gtoldmoee, the East India Di- 
rector, with Mes. G-. on his arm, and — oh, Heavena I 
— Florence and Violet Golbmore, with pink para- 
sols, walking behind their parents ! 

" What, yo7( here ?" said the good and hospitable 
man, holding out his hand, and giving a slap on the 
boards (or deck I may say) with his bamboo, " hang 
it, every one's here. Come and dine at seven, Bruns- 
wick Square." 

I looked in Violet's cyos. Florence is rather 
an old bird, and wears speetaeles, bo that looking in 
^ler eyes is out of the question. I looked in Violet's 
3yes, and said I'd come with the greatest pleasure. 

" As for you, De Bosky " — (I forget whether I 
mentioned that the whiskered Bundelcund buck had 
come with me on to the Pier, whither Snoozer would 
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not follow US, declining to pay the twopence) — " as for 
you, De Bosky, you may come, or not, as you like." 

"Won't I," said lie, grinning, with a dandified 
Bundelcund nod, and wagging hia odious head. 

I could have wrenched it off and flung it to the 
ocean. But I restrained my propensity, and we 
agreed, that, for the sake of economy, we would go 
to Mr, Goldmore's in the same fly. 

11. 

The Tery first spoonful of the clear soup at tke 
Director's, told me that my excellent friend Paradol 
(the cfe/" who came to Mr. G-old.more, Portland Place, 
when Grottlehury House was shut up by the lamented 
levaating of the noble Earl) was established among 
the furnaces below. A clear, brown soup — none of 
your filthy, spiced, English hell-brotha, but light, 
brisk, and delicate — always sets me off for the evening: 
it invigorates and enlivens me, my dear Ptigsby : I 
give you my honour it does — and when I am in a good 
humour, I am, I flatter myself — what shall I say? — 
well, not disagreeable. 

Oq this day. Sir, I was delightful. Although 
that booby De Bosky conducted Miss Violet Gold- 
more down stairs, yet the wretch, absorbed in hia 
victuals, and naturally of an unutterable dulness, did 
not make a single remark during the dinner, whereas 
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I literally blazed with wit. Sir, I even laade one of 
the footmen laugh— a perilous joke for the poor fel- 
low, who, I dare say, will he turned off in conse- 
q^ucnce. I talted sentiment to Florence (women in 
spectacles are almost always sentimental) ; cookery to 
Sir Haecourt G-ulph, who particularly asked my ad- 
dress, and I have no doubt intends to invite me to his 
dinners in town j military affairs with Major Bahg- 
LES of the Onety-oneth Hussars, who was with the 
regiment at Aliwal and Ferozeshah, and drives ahout 
a prodigious cab at Brighton, with a captured Sikh 
behind, disguised as a tiger; to Mes. Gc-oldmorb I 
abused Lad? Toddle-Rowdy's new carriages and 
absurd appearance (she is seventy-four, if she is a 
day, and sho wears a white muslin frock and frilled 
trowsers, with a wig curling down lier old back, and 
I do belieye puts on a pinafore, and has a little 
knife and fork and silver mug at Lome, so girlish is 
sie) ; I say, in a word — and I believe without fear 
of contradiction — that I delighted everybody, 

" Delightful man ! " said Mrs, Bangles to my ex- 
cellent friend, Mrs. Goldhore, 

" Eitraordinary creature ; so odd, isn't he?" re- 
plied that admirable woman. 

" What a flow of spirits be has !" cried the 
charming Violet. 

" And yet sorrows repose under that smiling 
mask, and those outbreaks of laughter perhaps con- 
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ceal the groans of smouldering passion and the shrieks 
of withering despair," sighed Florence. " It is 
always so ; the wretched seem to be most joyous. If 
I didn't think that man miserable, I couldn't be hap- 
py," she added, and lapsed into silence. Little Mrs. 
DiGGS told me every word of the conversation, when 
I came up the first of the geEtlemen to tea, 

" Clever fellow that," said (as I am given to un^ 
derstand) Siit IIarcottrt Gtilph. " I liked that no- 
tion of his about Croquignoks alapovffarde: I 
will speak to MourfLON to try it," 

" I really shall mention in the Bank parlour to- 
morrow," the Director remarked, " what be said about 
the present crisis, and bis project for a oast-irou 
currency : that man is by bo means the trifior he pre- 
tends to be," 

" Where did he serve V asked Bakgles. " If he 
can manceuvre an army as well as be talks about it, 
demmy, he ought to bo Commander-in-Chief Did 
you bear, Cavtain de Bosky, what ho said about 
pontooning the echelons, and operating with our re- 
serve upon the right bank of the river at Ferozeshah f 
Gad, Sir, if that manosuvre had been performed, not 
a man of the Silth army would have escaped ■?' — in 
which case of course Major Eakcles would have lost 
t!io black tiger behind his cab ; but De Eosky did 
not make this remark. The great stupid hulking 
wretch remarked nothing ; lie gorged himself with 
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meat and wiue, and when C[uite replete vfitli ckret, 
strutted up to the drawing-room to show his cliest 
and his white waistcoat there. 

I was pouring into Violet's ear (to the discom- 
fiture of FLoaENCE. ■who was knocking ahout tlie 
tea-things madly) some of those delightful nothings 
witt which a well-bred man in society entertains a 
female. I spoke to her ahout the last halls in Lon- 
don — ahout Fakkt Fimok's elopement with Tom Par- 
rot, who had nothing hut his place in the Foreign 
Office — about the people who were at Brighton — 
about Ma. Miege's delightful sermon at church last 
Sunday — about the last fashionsj and the next — que 
saii-je? — when that brute Db Bosky swaggered up. 

" Ah, hum, haw," said he, " were you out raiding 
to-day, Miss Ooldmaw ? " 

Determined to crush this odious and impertinent 
blunderer, who had no more wit than the horses be 
bestrides, I resolved to meet him on his own ground, 
and to beat him even on the subject of horses. 

I am sorry to say, my dear Pugsbt, I did not 
confine myself strictly to truth ; but I described how 
I had passed three months in the Desert with an 
Arab tribe : how I had a mare during that period, 
descended from Boorawk, the mare of the Prophet, 
which I afterwards sold for 50,000 piastres to Ma- 
homet A t.i ; and how, being at T rob izond, smoking 
with the sanguinary Pasha of that place, I had bitted. 
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saddled, and broke to carry a lady, a grey Turkoman 
horse of his, which had killed fourteen of his grooms, 
and bit off the nose of his Kialar Aga. 

" Do joia ua in our ride to-morrow," cried Vio- 
let ; "the downs are delightful." 

" Fairest lady, to hear is to obey," answered I, 
with a triumphant glance at De Bosky. I had done 
his business, at any rate. 

Well, Sir, I came at two o'clock, mounted on one 
of Jiggot's hacks — an animal that I know, and that 
goes as easy as a sedaa-chair, and found the party as- 
sembling before the Director's house, in the King's 
Parade. There was young (toldmore — the lovely 
Violet, iu a habit that showed her form to admira- 
tion, and a perfectly ravishing Spanish tuft in her 
riding-hat, with a little gold whip and a little pair of 
gauntlets — a oroqtier, in a word. Maioe Bangles 
and lady were also of the party ; in fact we were ' a 
gallant company of cavaliers,' as James says in his 
novels I and with my heels well down, and one of my 
elbows stuck out, I looked, Sir, like the MAaQuis of 
Anglesea. I had the honour of holding Violet's 
little foot in my hand, as she jumped into her saddle. 
She sprang into it like a fairy. 

Last of all the stupid De Bosky came up. He 
came up moaning and groaning. " I have had a 
kick in the back from a horse in the livery* stables," 
says he ; "I can't hold this horse ; will you ride him, 
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Canterbury ? " Hia horao was a black, wicked-look- 
ing beast as ever I aaw, with blood-shot eyes aud a 
demoniacal expression. 

What could I do, after the stories about Boorawk 
and the Pasha of Treeizond ? Sir, I waa obliged 
to get off my sedan-chair and mount the Captain's 
Purgatory, as I call him — a disgusting brute, and 
worthy of his master. • 

Well, Sir. off wo set — Purgatory jumping from 
this side of the road to t'other, shying at Miss Pog- 
SON, who passed in her carriage (as well he might at 
so hideous a phenomenon)— plunging at an apple- 
woman and stall— going so wild at a baker's cart 
that I thought he would have jumped into the hall- 
door where the man was delivcrlcg a pie for dinner — 
and flinging his head backwards so as to endanger my 
own nose every moment. It was all I could do to 
keep him in, I tugged at both bridles till I tore his 
jaws into a fury, I suppose. 

Just as we were passing under the viaduct, whirr 
came the streaming train with a bang, and a shriek, 
and a whizz. The brute would hold in no longer : 
he ran away with me. 

I stuck my feet tight down in the stirups, and 
thought of my mother with inesprcssible agouy. I 
clutched hold of all the reins and a great deal of the 
mane of the brute, I aaw trees, milestones, houses, 
villages, pass away from me — away, away, away — 
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away — by the corn-fields — away by tte wolds — away 
by tbe eternal hills— away by the woods and preci- 
pices — the woods, the rocks, the villages flashed by 
me. 0, PncsBY ! how I loDged for the Megatherium 
during tiiat ride ! 

It lasted, as it seemed to me, about nine hours, 
during which I went over, as I should think, about 
540 miles of ground. I didn't come off — my hat did, a 
new Lincoln and Bennett, but I didn't — and at length 
the infuriate brute paused in his mad career, with an 
instiuctive respect for the law, at a turnpike gate. I lit- 
tle knew the blessing of a turnpike until then. 

In a minute Bangles came up, bursting with 
laughter. " You can't manage that horse, I think, 
said the Major, with his infernal good nature. " Shall 
I ride him? Mine is a quiet beast." 

I was off Purgatory's baek in a minute, and as I 
mounted on Bangles' hackney, felt as if I was getting 
into bed, so easy, so soft, so downy be seemed to me. 

He said, though I never can believe it, that we 
had only come about a mile and a half; and at this 
moment the two ladies and Db Bosky rode up. 

" Is that the way you broke the Pasha of Trebi- 
zond's horse 1" Violet eaid. I gave a laugh ; but it 
was one of despair. I should have liked to plunge a 
dagger in Be Bosky's side. 

I shall come to town directly, I think. Tiiis 
Brighton is a miserable Cockney place. 
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[The relations, ftifoias, mi creditors of llic singular and srrHtic being 

moi'tel thKt aver tea Been), wiotfl some letters In Angnstlastin this perlod- 
Ical, liaye been alarmed bj tJie eoddeji cesaatloD of hia correspondence ; 

tasTe received, has psrUclt^nted in Itiis anxlet;. 

Yesterday bj Hie PeniOBnlu anS Oriental Compan j's eteam-ship Tagus, 
ve received a packet of letters In the strange handwiitin^ cF oar eccejitric 
friend; they are T'ltliout date, sa might be eipectcd ftom the an thofs usu- 
al iiregulBzitf, but the first three letiera appear to have been written at 
sea, between Soutbampton and fKhraltar, the last from the latter-named 
place. The letters coutaln some novel descriptions of the countries which 
onr Mend visited, some neat and appo^te moral B«ntlmsnls, and some ani- 
mated descriptloiia of maritime lite ; we thetcftire hasten to lay them ba- 
fbre Ibe pnblic 

Be reqneBts us to pay his lanndress In Lincoln^ Inn, " n small forgetten 

no donbtehB reads this Miscellany (in company Willi every lady of the 
tion, ebsll bo settled]. 

Having beea at Brussels for three whole days (dur- 
ing which time I calculate, I ate no less than fifty-four 
dishes at that admirable table-d'hdte at the HOtel de 
Suede) ; time hegan to hang heavily upon me. Al- 
though I am fat, I am one of the most active men in 
the Tlniverse — in fact, I roll like a ball — and possess 
a love of locomotion which would do credit to the 
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leanest of travellers, George Borrow, Captain Clap- 
PERTON, or Mtikgo Park, I therefore pursued a ra- 
pid course to Paris, and thence to Havre. 

As Havre is the dullest place on earth, I quitted 
it the nest day hy the Ariadne steamer — the weather 
was halm, real halm. A myriad of twinkling stars 
glittered down on the deck which bore the Pat Con 
trihator to Lis native shores — the orescent moon 
shone iE o sky of the most elegant azure, and myriads 
of dimples decked the smiling countenance of the 
peaceful main. I was so escited I would not turn 
into bed, but paced the quarter-deck all night, sing- 
ing my favourite sea songs — all the pieces out of all 
the operas which I had ever heard, and many more 
tunes which I invented on the spot, but have forgot- 
ten long since. 

I never passed a more delicious night. I lay 
down happily to rest, folded in my cloak — the eternal 
stars above me, and beneath me a horse-hair mattress, 
which the steward brought from below. When I 
rose like a giant refreshed at morn, Wight was pass- 
ed ; the two churches of Southampton lay on my 
right hand ; we were close to the pier. 

" What is yonder steamer?" I asked of the stew- 
ard, pointing to a handsome, slim, black craft that lay 
in the harbour, a iiag of blue, red, white, and yellow, 
on one mast ; a blue peter (signal of departure) at 
another. 
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" That," said the steward, "is the Peninsular and 
Oriental Steam Navigation Company's ship, Lady 
Mary Wood. She leaves port to-day for Gibraltar, 
touching on her way at Vigo, Oporto, Lishon and 
Cadiz/' 

I quitted the Ariadne — -Jason did the same in 
Lempviere's Dictionary, and she consoled herself with 
drinking, it is said — I quitted the ship, and went to 
the inn, with the most tremendous thoughts heaving, 
panting, boiling, in my bosom ! 

" Lisbon I " I said, as I cut into a cold round of 
beef for breakfast, (if I have been in foreign parts 
for a week, I always take cold beef and ale for break- 
fast,) " Lisbon ! " I exclaimed, " the fieuve der Tage ! 
the orange groves of Cintra 1 the vast towers of Ma- 
fra Belem, the G-allegos, and the Palace of Necesai- 
dades ! Can I see all these in a week? Have 1 
courage enough to go and sec them?" I took an- 
other cut at the beef. 

" What ! " continued I (my mouth full of muffin), 
" is it possible that I, sitting here as I am, may with- 
out the least trouble, and at a trifling expense, trans- 
port myself to Cadiz, shining o'er the dark blue sea, 
to the land of the Sombrero and the Seguidilla — of 
the puchera, the muchacha, and the Abanieo ? If I 
employ my time well, I may see a bull-fight, an aiiio- 
da-f6, or at least a revolution. I may look at the dark 
eyes of the Andaluslan maid flashing under the dark 
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meshes of her ¥eil ; and listen to Alma viva's guitar, 
es it tintlea under the balcony of Kosika? — What 
time does tho Mary Wood go, waiter?" I cried. 

The slave replied she went at half-past three. 

"And does she make Gibraltar?" I continued. 
" Say, John, will ahe land me at Gibel el Altar? op- 
posite the coasts of Afrie, whence whOom swarmed the 
galleys of the Moor, and landed on tho European 
shores the dusky squadrons of the Moslemah? Do 
you mean to say, Thomas, that if I took my passage 
in yon boat, a few days would transport mo to tho 
scene renowned in British story — tho fortress seized 
hy KooK, and guarded hy Elliot? Shall I be able 
to see the smoking ruins of Tangiera, which the sav- 
age bully of G-aul burned down 



" Would you like anything for dinner before you 
go?" William here rather sulkily interrupted me, 
"I can't be a listening to yoii all day — there's the 
bell of 24 ringing like mad." 

My repast wi'' ty this t me concluded — the last 
slice of boiled beef mide up my inind completely, I 
went forth to the bu^y town — I sought a ready-made 
Imen wirthou'ie — ind in the twinkling of an eye I 
purchased ill that was neeeisirj tor a two months' 
voyage 

From that moment I kt my mustachios grow. 
At a quarter past three, a mariner of a stout but 
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r beaten ij^earan e with, a \ua t ty of new 
cwpet b g and p t tea conta n ng twentj four 
new sli ts (a X te r fieallj tt ped) two lozen d tto 
stookiugs — a br ef everyth ng nee ssary for travel 
t pped Igbtli up the laWer f tl f Ij Ma y 
Wool 

I RiUe 1 1 w ai 1 hi e seen T P C e 1 t 
on the Btag A dst there my hewfj I a 1 ca 
you tell me wh h s the sk pi er ot th here erift 
in \ can i eaman get a stowage in I er ^ 

I an tl cipta nj sa d the gentle ■in rather 
surprised, 

'■ Tip us your daddle, then, my old sea-dog, and 
give us change for this here Henry Hase." 

'Twaa a bank note for 100^. and the number was 
3376fl. 

II. 

THE SHIP AT SEA. — LOLOEES! 

The first thing that a narrow-minded individual 
does on shipboard is to make his own berth comfortable 
at the expense of his neighbours. The next is to criti- 
cise the passengers round about him. 

Do you remark, when Britons meet, with what a 
scowl they salute each other, as much as to say, 
" Bless ,your eyes, what the angel do you do here 1 " 
Yovvg travellers, that is to say, adopt this fasoinat- 
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iBg mode of introduction^! am old in voyaging — I 
go Tip with a blanii smile to one and every passenger. 
I originate some clever observation about the fiaeness 
of the -weather — if there are ladies, I manage to 
make some side appeal to them, which is sure of a 
tender appreciation : above all, if there are old ladies, 
fat ladies, very dropsical, very sea-sick, or ugly ladies, 
I pay them some delicate attention — I go up and in- 
sinuate a pillow under their poor feet. In the inter- 
vals of sickness I 'whisper, " a leetle hot sherry and 
water I " All these little kindnesses act upon their 
delicate hearts, and I know that they say to them- 
selves. " How exceedingly polite and well-bred that 
Btont young man is." 

" It's a pity he's so fat,'' says one. 

" Yes, bat then he's so active," ejaculates another, 

And thus you, my dear and ingenuous youth who 
read this, and whom I recommend to lay to heart 
every single word of it-^I am adored by all my fel- 
low passengers. When they go ashore they feel a 
pang at parting with their amiable companion. I am 
only surprised that I have not been voted several 
pieces of plate upon these occasions— perhaps, dear 
youth, if you follow my example you may be more 
lucky. 

Acting lapon this benevolent plan, I shall not 
begin satirically to describe the social passengers that 
tread with me the deck of the Lady Mary Wood. 
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I shall not, liko that haughty and supercilious wretch 
with the yellow whiskera, yonder, cut short tlie gentle 
efforts at good fellowship which human beings around 
m m y k — bl t fl d th 

h a w d th w f th ] th th 

g — h t h 11 m k 1 hf f U 
g ty tui th t ft 

D H f t p 

ip tk d t t 

- th g m— th f 1 

J 1 th bh t ht f 

I flatter myself that is a master-pieee of 
perspective. If the Eoyal Academy would exhibit, 
or Mr. Mook would publish a large five guinea plate 
of the "main-deck of a steamer," how the public 
would admire and purchase I With a little imagina- 
tion, you may fancy yourself on shipboard. Before 
you is the iron gra,ting, up to which you see peepiag 
every minute the pumping head of the engine ; on 
the right is the galley, where the cook prepares the 
■victuals that we eat or not, as weather permits, near 
which stands a living likeness of Mr. Jones, the 
third engineer ; to the left and ninniag along the 
side of the paddle-boses are all sorts of mysterious 
little houses painted green, from which mates, mops, 
cabiu-boys, black engineers, and oily cook's-assistanta 
emerge : above i."; the deck between the two paddle- 
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boxes on which the captain walks in his white trou- 
sers and telescope (you may catch, a glimpse of the 
former), and from which in had weather he, speaking- 
trumpet in hand, rides the whirlwiod and directs the 
storm. Those are the buckets in case of fire ; see 
how they are dancing about ! because they have 
nothing else to do — I trust they will always remain 
idle. A ship on fire is a conveyance by which I 
have no mind to travel. 

Farther awaj, by the quarter-deok ladder, you 
see accurate portraits of Messrs. Mac Whirter 
and Mac Murdo, of Oporto and St. Mary's, wine- 
merchants ; and far, far away, on the quarter-deck, 
close by the dark helmsman, with the binnacle shin- 
ing before his steadfast eyes, and the Englisti flag 
streaming hehiod him (it is a confounded head-wind) 
— you see — my wildly beating, my too ausceptihlo 
teavt I— you see DOLORES ! 

I write her name with a sort of despair. I think 
it is four hours ago since I wrote that word on the 
paper. They were at dinner, but {for a particular 
reason) I cared not to eat, and sat at my desk apart, 
The dinner went away, either down the throats of the 
eager passiJngers, or to the black caboose whence it 
came^dessert passed — the sun set— tea came — the 
moon rose — she is now high in heaven, and the 
steward ia laying tie supper things, and all this while 
I have been thinking of Dolores, Dolores, Dolores ! 
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She ia a little far off in t!ie picture ; but by the 
aid of a microscope, my dear sir, you may see every 
lineament of her delicious countenance — every fold 
of the drapery irliicli adorns her fair form, and falls 
down to the loveliest foot in the world ! Did you 
ever see anything like that ankle? — those. thin, opea- 
worked stockings make my heart thump in an ia- 
deserihable rapture. I would drink her health out 
of that shoe ; but I swear it would not hold more 
than a liqueur glass of wine. Before she left us — ah 
me ! that I should have to write the words left us— 
I tried to make her likeness ; hut the abominable 
brute of a steam-engine shook so, that — would you 
believe it? — this is all I could make of the loveliest 
face in the world ! 

I look even at that with a melancholy pleasure. 
It is not very like her, certainly ; but it was drawn 
from her — it is not the rose, but it has beeu near it. 
Her complexion is a sort of gold colour — her eyes of 
a melting, deep, unfathomably deep brown — and as 
for her hair, the varnish of my best boots for evening 
parties is nothing compared to it for blackness and 
polish. 

She used to sit on the quarter-deek of sunny 
afternoons, and smoke paper cigars — oh if you could 
have seen how sweetly she smiled and how prettily 
she puffed out the smoke ! I have got a bit of one of 
them which has been at her sweet lips, T shall get 



Ho;-dt,GoOgk' 



150 THE FAT CONTRIBtlTOR. 

a gold box to keep it in some daywhen I am m cash. 
There she sat smoking, and the youDg rogues of the 
ship used to come crowding round her. Mac 
WHiRTEa was sorry she didn't atop at Oporto, Mac 
MuBDo was glad because she was going to Cadiz — I 
warrant he was — my heart was burst asunder with a 
twang and a snap, and she carried away half of it in 
the Malta boat, which bore her away from me for 
ever. Dolores was not like your common mincing 
English girls— she had always a repartee and a joke 
upon her red lips which made every one around her 
laugh — some of these jokes I would repeat were it 
not a broach of confidence ; and had they not been 
uttered in the Spanish language, of whicli I don't 
understand a word. So I used to sit ciuite silent and 
look at her full in the face for hours and hours, and 
offer her my homage that way. 

You should have seen how Doloues ate too ! 
Out table was served four times a-day — at breakfast, 
with such delicaoiea as beefsteaks, bubble and scjueali, 
fried ham and eggs, hashed goose, twice-laid, &c,, — 
of all which trifles little Dolouks would have her share 
— the same at dinner when she was well : and — when 
beneath the influence of angry Neptune the poor soul 
was stretched in the berth of sickness, the stewards 
would nevertheless bear away plates upon plates of 
victuals to the dear suffering girl ; and it would be 
" Irish stow for a lady, if jou please, sir 1 " — " rabbit 
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and onions for the ladies' cabin " — " Duck, if you 
please, and plenty of stuffing, for the Siianish lady." 
And such is our blind partialify when the heart ia 
concerned, that I admired that conduct in my 
Dolores which I Ehould have detested in other peo- 
ple. For instance, if I had seen Miss Jones or 
Miss Smith makiag peculiar play with her knife, or 
pulling out a tooth-pick after dinner, what would 
have been my feelings ? 

But I only saw perfection in Dolores. 



We are at sea — yonder is Finisterre. 

The only tempest I have to describe during the 
voyage is that raging in my own stormy interior. It 
is most provokingly uncomfortably fine weather. As 
we pass Ushant there is not a cloud on the sky, there 
scarcely seems a ripple on the water — and yet — oh 
yet ! it is not a calm toithin. Passion and sea-sick- 
ness are raging there tumultuously. 

Why is it I cannot eat my victuals ? Why is it 
that when Steward bronght to my couch a plateful of 
Sea-Pie {I called wildly for it, having read of the 
dish in maritime novels), why is it that the onions of 
which that delectable condiment seems to be mainly 
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composed, caused a convulsive shudder to pass from 
my nose througli my whole agonised frame, obliging 
me to sink back gasping in the crib, and to forego all 
food for many, many hours? 

I think it must be iny love for Dolores that 
causes this deperate disinclination for food, and yet I 
have been in love many times before, and I don't 
reeolleet ever having lost my desire for my regular 
four meals a day. I believe I must be very far gone 
this time. 

I ask FftANK, the Steward, how is the SeTiora? 
She suffers, the dear, dear soul I She is in the ladies' 
cabin — she has just had a plate of roast-pork carried 

She always chooses the dishes with onions — she 
comes from the sunny South, where both onions and 
garlic are plentifully used — and jet somehow, in the 
depression of my spirits — I wish, I wish she hadn't a 
partiality for that particular vegetable. 

It is the next day. I have lost almost all count 
of time ; and only know how to trace it faintly, by 
remembering the Champagne daya^Thursdaj and 
Sunday. 

I am abominably hungry. And yet when I tried 
at breakfast ! — horror ! — I was obliged to plunge 
back to the little cabin again, and have not beou 
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heard of since. Since tten I have been lying on my 
back, sadly muncliing biacuit and looking at the glim- 
mer of the Buu through the deadlight overhead. 

I was on the sofa, enjoying (if a wretch so mise- 
rable can be said to enjoy anything) the fresh breeze 
which came through the open port-hole, and played 
upoa my dewy brow. But a confounded great wave 
came flouncing in at the orifice, blinded me, wet me 
through, wet all my linen in the carpet-bag, rusted 
all my razors, made water- buckets of my boots, and 
played the deuce with a tin of sweet biscuits which 
have formed my only solace. 

" Ha ! Ha ! What do I want with boots and 
razors'? I could not put on a boot now if you were 
to give me a thousand guineas. I could not shave 
if my life depended on it. I think I could out ray 
head off — but tiie razors are rusty and would not oat 
clean. Doloues, Doloees ! 

The hunger grows worse and worse. It seems to 
me an age since butcher's meat passed these lips : 
and, to add to my misery, I can hear every word the 
callous wretches are saying in the cabin ; the elatter 
of the plates, the popping of the soda-water corks — 
or, can it be Champagne day, and I a miserable gro- 
veller on my mattress ? The following is the con- 
versation ; — 

Capiaiii. Mii, Jones, may I have honour of a 
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glass of wine? FranKj some Cliampagne to Me. 
Jones. 

Colonel Condy (of tlie Spanish service). That's a 
mighty delicate ham, Mr. Carver, may I thrubhie ye 
for another slice? 

Mr, Mac Murdo {of St, Mary's, sherry-merchant). 
Where does the Providore get this aherry? If he 
would send to my cellars in St. Mary's, I would put 
him in a couple of butts of wine that shouldu't cost 
him half the money he pays for this. 

Mr. MacWhirter {of Oporto). The sherry's good 
enough for sherry, which is never worth the drinking j 
but the port is abominable. Why doesn't he come 
to our house for it? 

Captain. There is nothing like leather, gentle- 
men. — More Champagne. Frakk — Me. Bong, try the 
maoearoni. Me, Pekkins, this plum-pudding is cap- 
ital. 

Steward. Some pudding for Mes. Bigbody in the 
cabin, aad another slice of duck for the Seiiora. 

And so goes on the horrid talk They are eating 
— she is eating | they lau^h, thoj jest Bla Smith 
jocularly enquires, How is the fat gentleman thit 
was so gay on board the first day' Meaning mc, of 
course ; and I am lyiEg ««pme in mj berth without 
even strength enough, t pull the raital s nooe I 
detest Smith. 
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Friday. — Vigo; its bay; beauty of its environs. 
— Nelson. 

Thinga look more briskly ; the swell has gone 
down. We are upon deck again. Wc have break- 
fasted. We have made up for the time lost in absti- 
nence during the two former days. Doloe.es is on 
deck ; and when tLe spring sun is out, where should 
the butterfiy be but on tie wing? Dolores is the 
sun, I am the remainder of the simile. 

It is astonishing how a few hours' calm can make 
one forgot the long hours of weary bad weather. I 
can't fancy I have been ill at all, but for those melan- 
choly observations scrawled feebly down in pencil in 
my journal yesterday. I am ia clean shining white- 
ducks, my blue shitt-coUara falling elegantly over a, 
yellow bandanna. My moustachios have come on 
wonderfully , they are a little red or so. But the 
Spanish, they say, like fair faces. I would do any 
thing for Dolores but smoke with her ; that I con- 
fess I dare not attempt. 

It appears it was the Bat op Biscay that made 
me so ill. We were in Vigo yesterday (a plague take 
it ! I have missed what ia said to be one of the most 
beautiful bays in the world) ; but I was ill, and get- 
ting a little sleep ; and when it ia known aa a fact 
that a Nelson was always ill on first going to sea, 
need a Fat Contributor be ashamed of a manly and 
natural weakness'? 
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Saturday.— 'Description of Oporto. 

We were off the bar at an esc eediogly early hour 
—so early, that although a gun fired and waked me 
out of a sound sleep, I did cot rise to examine the 
town. 

It is three miles inland, and therefore cannot be 
seen. It is famous for the generous wine which bears 
the name of port, and is drunk by some after dinner; 
by other, and I think wiser persons, simply after 
cheese. 

As about ten times as much of this liquor is 
drunt in England as is made in Portugal, it is need- 
less to institute any statistical inquiries into the 
growth and consumption of the wine. 

Oporto was besieged by Don Migitel, the rightful 
king, who, although he had Marshal Bourmont and 
justice on Ms side, was defeated by Don Pedro and 
British Valour. Thus may our arms ever triumph ! 
These are the only facts I was enabled to gather 
regarding Oporto, 

New Passengers. — On coming on deck, I was 
made aware that we had touched land by the presence 
on the boat of at least a hundred passengers, who had 
not before appeared among us. They Lad come from 
Vigo, and it appears were no more disposed to rouse 
at the morning gun than I was. 

They were Gallegos going to Lisbon for service ; 
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and I wished that a better hand than mine — viz., one 
of those immortal pencils whicfi decorate the columns 
of our dear Pztwc/i— bad been there to take cogni- 
zance of these strange children of the South — in their 
scarfs and their tufted hats, with their brown faces 
shilling as they laj under the sun. 

Nor were these the only new passengers ; wltt 
them came on board a half-dozen of Hungarian cloth- 
sellers, one of whom as he lay upon two barrels, slept 
the sleep of innocence sub Jove. 

Again the same individual, but ah how changed ! 
He is sttffering from the pangs of sea-siekness, and I 
have no douht yearning for fatherland, or land of 
some sort. But I am interrupted. Hark ! 'tis the 
bell for lunch ! • 

" Though oor fat friend'a log has been in tlie present in- 
stance a little tedious, the obaerrnnt reader may nevertlieleas 
draw from it a complete and agreeable notion of the rise, pro- 
gress, and conclusion of tlie malady of saa-aicineas. He is 
exhausted ; he is melancholy ; ie da desperate ; he rejects his 
victuals; he growa hungry, but dares not eat ; he mends; his 
Bpiiits rise ; all hia faculties are restored to him ; and he eats 
with redoubled vigour. This fine diaguosia of Uie maritime 
complaint, we pronounce from experience may be perfectly 
celied upon. 
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, On board the P, (fc 0. Oompant^s Ship, 
" Bwrrampooter" off Alexandria. 
Fat CoNTBiBuroR, indeed I I lay down my pen, 
and smiling in bitter scorn aa T write tlie sarcastic 
title — I remember it was ttat wticL I assumed wten 
my peregrinations began. It is now an absurd mis- 

I forget whence I wrote to you last. We were 
but three weeks from England, I think— off Cadiz, 
or Malta, perhaps — I was full of my recollections of 
Dolores— full in other ways, too. I have travelled 
in the Bast since then. I have seen the gardens of 
Bujukdere and the kiosks of the Seraglio : I have 
seen the sun sinking behind Morea'a hills, and rising 
over the red waves of the Nile. I have travelled 
like Bbhjamin D'Israbli,"[JlysseSj Monckton Milkes, 
and the eminent sages of all times. I am not the fat 
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beiog I wa8,,(aiid proudly styled myself.) when I 
left mj dear, dear Pall Mall, You recollect my 
Nugee dress-coat, ■with the brass buttons and Ca- 
nary silk lining, that the Author of the " Spirit of 
the Age " used to envy ? I aevor confessed it — but 
I was in agonies when I wore that coat. I was 
gbthed in (inwardly) so tight, that I thought every 
day after tho third entree apoplexy would ensue — 
and had my name and address written most legibly 
in the breast flap, so that I might be carried home in 
case I was found speechless in the street on my 
return from dinner. A smiling face often hides an 
aching heart ; I promise you mine did in that eoat, 
and not my heart only, but other regions. There is 
a skeleton in every house — and mine — no — I wasn't 
exactly a skeleton in that garment, but suffered secret 
torments in it, to which, as I take it, those of the In- 
quisition were trifles. 

I put it on t'other day to dine with Bucksueesk 
Pasha at Grand Cairo — I could have buttoned tho 
breast over to the two buttons behind. My dear Sir 
— I looked like a perfect Grv. I am wasted away— 
a fading flower — I don't weigh above sixteen and a 
half now. Eastern Travel has done it — and all my 
fat friends may read this and consider it. It is 
something at least to know. Byron (one of us) took 
vinegar and starved himself to get down the disa- 
greeable plenitude, Vinegar?— nonsense ! — try East- 
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era travel, I am Iiound to say, however, that it don't 
answer in all cases. Waddilove, for instance, with 
whom I have hcen making the journey, has bulged 
ont in the sun like a pumpkin, and at dinner yon see 
his coat and waistcoat huttons spirt violently off his 
garments — no longer able to bear the confinement 
there. One of them hit Golo^jel Sourcillon plump 
on tie nose, on which the Frenchman * * But to 
return to my own case. A man always speaks most 
naturally and truly of that which occurs to himself. 

I attribute the diminution in my size not to my 
want of appetite, which has been uniformly good. 
Pale ale is to be found universally throughout Tur- 
key, Syria, Greece, and Egypt, and after a couple of 
foaming bottles of Bass, a man could eat a crocodile 
{we had some at Bucksheesh Pasha's, fattened in 
the tanks of his country villa of El Muddeo, on the 
Nile, but tough — very fishy and t^ugh) — the appetite, 
I Bay, I have found to be generally good in these 
regions— and attribute the corporeal diminution 
solely TO WANT or sleep. 

I give you my word of honour, as a gentleman, 
that for seven weeks I have never slept a single wink. 
It is my belief that nobody does in the East. Tou 
get to do without it perfectly. It may be said of 
these countries, they are so hospitable, you are never 
alone. You have always friends to como and pass 
the night with jou, and keep you alive with their 
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cteerful iDnocent gambols At Constantinople, at 
Athens, Malta, Cairo, Gibialtar, it n all tlie same. 
Your watchful friends peiai&t ill ]'ajmg you atten- 
tion. The frisky and agile flea, the blow but steady- 
purposed hug — the fairy mosr^uito with Lis mellow- 
sounding-horn, rush to welcome the stranger to their 
shores — and neyer leave him during his stay. At 
first, and before jou are used to the manners of the 
country, the attention is rather anuoying. 

Man is a creature of habit. I did not at first 
like giving up my sleep. I had been used to it in 
England. I occasionally repined as my friends per- 
sisted in calling my attention to them, grew sulky 
and peevish, wished myself ia bed in London — nay, 
in the worst bed in the most fi'equented old, mouldy, 
musty, wo odon-galleried coach inn ia Aldgate or Hol- 
bom, I recollect a night at the Bull, in poor dear 
old Mrs. Nelson's time— well, well, it is nothing to 
the East. What a country would this be for Tiffin, 
and what a noblo field for his labours ! 

Though I am used to it now, I can't say but it ia 
probable that when I get back to England I shall 
return to my old habits. Here, on board the Penin- 
sular and Oriental Company's magnificent steamship, 
Bvrrutnpootei: I thought of trying whether I could 
sleep any more. I had got the sweetest little cabin 
in the world ; the berths rather small and tight for 
a man of still considerable proportions — but every- 
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ria, C[ue nous avons gagnSe sur vous. J'ai tuS de 
ma main le grrredin de Feldmar^ohal ADglaia qui 
m'a donnu cette noblo blessuro. EUe ii'est pas la 
seule, Monsieur. Je possede encore soizante-qua- 
torze eioatricees sur le corps. Mais j'ai fait sonner 
partout le grrrand nom de la Frrancc. Vous ^tes 
militaire, Monsieur? Non? Passez moi le poivte- 
rouge, s'il vous plait." 

The Colonel emptied the cayenne pepper cruet 
over liis fiali, and directed his conversation entirely 
to me. lie told me that ours was a perfidious 
nation, that he esteemed some individuals, but de- 
tested the countiy, which he hoped to see ecn-rasi 
tin jour. He said I spoke French with remarkable 
purity ; that on board aD our steamers there was an 
infamous conspiracy to insult every person bearing the 
name of Frenchman ; that he would call out the 
Captain directly they came ashore ; that ho could 
not oven get a cabin ; had I one ? On my affirma- 
tive reply, he said I was a person of such amiable 
manners, and so unlike my countrymen, that he 
would share my cabin with me — and instantly shout- 
eel to the steward to put his trunks into number 20ii. 
What could I do ? When I went on deck to 
smoke a cigar, the Colonel retired, pretending a pe- 
tite santb, suffering a horrible mal de mm', and dread- 
ful shooting pains in thirty-seven of his wounds. 
What, I say, could I do? I had not the cabin to 
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myself. He had a right to sleep there — at any rate, 
I had the hest berth, and if he did not snore, my 
rest would not he disturhed. 

But ah ! my dear frieada — when I thought I 
would go down and sleep — the first sleep after seven 
weeks — fancy what I saw — he was asleep in my 
berth. 

His sword, gun, and pistol-cases, blocked up the 
other sleeping-place ; his bags, trunks, pipes, cloaks, 
and portmanteaus, every corner of the little room. 

" Qui va la ? " roared the monster, with a terri- 
fic oath, as I entered the cabin. " Ah ! c'est voua, 
Monsieur, pourquoi diable feltes-vous tant de bruit? 
J'ai une petitesante; laisaez moi dormir en pais." 

I went upon deck, I shan't sleep till I get back 
to England again. I paid my passage all the way 
home : but I stopped, and am in quarantine at Malta, 
I couldn't make the voyage with that Frenchman. I 
have no money ; send me some, and relieve the mis- 
eries of him who was once 

The Fat Oontkibutor. 

II. 

ON THE PaOSPECTS OF TUNCll IN THJ! EAST, 
Tii «e Editoi- a/ Ptinc'l {Coafidmiiat). 

My DEAR Sir — In my last letter (which was intend- 
ed for the public eye), I was too much affected by 
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the recollection of what I may bo permitted to call 
the Arabian Nights' Entertainments, to allow me for 
the moment to commit to paper that useful informa- 
tion, in the imparting of which your Journal — our 
Journal— the world's Journal— yields to none, and 
which the British pnblio will naturally expect from 
all who contribute to your columns, I address my- 
self therefore privately to you, so that you may deal 
with the facts I may commucicate if 3 on f-hill think 
best for the general welfare. 

What I wish to point out especnlly to ^our no 
ticeis, the astonisliing progress of Pi/re'/nn the East 
Moving according to your orders m strict incognito, 
it has been a source of wonder and delight to mc to 
hear how often the name of the noble Miscellanj was 
in the mouths of British men. At Gibraltar its joke^ 
passed among the midshipmen, merchants, Jcw5, &c , 
assembled at the hotel table (and quit? unconscious 
how sweetly their words sounded on the ear of a 
silent guest at the board) as current, ay, much more 
current, than the coin of the realm. At Hilalta, the 
first greeting between Captain Tacus and some other 
Captain in anchor-buttons, who came to hail him 
when we entered harbour, related to Punch. " What's 
the news!" exclaimed the other Captain. "Here's 
Punch.''' was the immediate reply of Ta&us, handing 
it out — and the other Captain's face was suffused 
with instant smiles as his enraptured eye glanced 
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over fcome of the beauteous ilesigna of Leech. At 
Atben'f Mr Smith lecond eou«m of the leipct d 
Vice Coi sul who oame to uur mn saul tD me m^'.te 
riously, I'm told we ve got Fundi on board I 
took him asile and pomted him out (in confidence) 
Mr. Waddilo^ e the stupidest man of all o ir pirty, 
as the author in question. 

Somewhat to my annoyance (for I was compelled 
to maintain my privacy), Mr. "W. was asked to a 
splendid dinner in consequence — a dinner which 
ought hy rights to have fallen to my share. It was 
a consolation to me however to think, as I ate my 
Bolitary repast at one of the dearest and worst inns 
I ever entered, that though / might, he overlooked, 
Punch was respected in the land of Socjiatbs and 
Periclgs. 

At the Pirajus we took on board four young gen- 
tlemen from Oxford, who had been visiting the scenes 
consecrated to them by the delightful associations of 
the Little Go ; and as they paced the deck and look- 
ed at the lambent stars that twinkled on the bay 
once thronged with the galleys of Thbmihtooles, — 
what, sir, do you think was the song they chanted in 
chorus 1 Was it a lay of burning Sappho ? Was it 
a thrilling ode of Alo.«;us 1 No ; it was — 

"Had I an ass averse to speed, 
Deem ye Pd Btiike him f no, indeed," iSit. 
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which you had immortalised, I recollect, in your 
Vol, 6 ! (Donkeys, it must he premiaed, are most 
numerous and flourishing in Attica, commonly be- 
stridden by the modern Greeks, and no doubt exten- 
sively popular among the aucients — unless human 
nature has very much changed since their time.) 
Thus we find that Punch is respected at Oxford as 
well as in Atheus, and I trust at Cambridge, like- 
wise. 

As we sailed through the blue Bosphorus at mid- 
night, the Health of Punch was enthusiastically 
drunk in the delicious beverage which shares his ro- 
spectablo name ; and the ghosts of Hero and Lean- 
DBR must have been startled at hearing songs appro- 
priate to the toast, and very different from tlioso with 
which I have no doubt they amused each other in 
times so affeetingly described in Lempriere's de- 
lightful Dictionary. I did not see the Golden Horn 
at Constantinople, nor hear it blown, probably on ac- 
count of the fog ; but this I can declare, that Punch 
was on the table at Miestro's Hotel, Pera, the spirited 
proprietor of which little knew that one of its hum- 
blest contributors ate his pilaff. Pilaff, by tlie way, 
is very good : kabobs are also excellent ; my friend, 
Mechmet Efpenui, who keeps the kabob shop, close 
by the Kope-bazaar in Constantinople, sells as good 
as any in town. At the Armenian shops, too, you 
get a sort of raisin wine at two piastres a bottle, over 
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which a man ean spend an agreeable half hour. I 
did not hear what the Sultan Abdul Medjiu thiuha 
of Punch, hut of wine he ia said to he uncommonly 

At Alexandria, there lay the picture of the dear 

and venerahle old face, on the tahio of the British 

h t 1 d tl 140 p f, f m B mtollah, 
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mh w h my p p wh 1 j ember 
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to he sent out to India as Governor, the whole army 

and people would shout with joyful recognition. I 

throw oat this for the consideration of Government 

at home. 

I asked Bucksheesh Pasha (with whom I had 
the honour of dining at Cairo) what hia august 
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Master thought of Punch. And at the Pyramids — 
but of these in another letter. You have here enough 
to show you how kingly the diadem, houndless the 
sway, of Punch is in the East. By it we are enabled 
to connterbalanee the influence of the French in 
Egypt ; by it we are enabled to spread ciYiliaation 
over the vast Indian Continent, to soothe the irritated 
feelings of the Sikhs, and keep the Burmese in good 
humour. By means of Punch, it has been our priv- 
ilege to expose the designs of Russia more effectually 
than Uequhart ever did, and to this Sir Stratford 
Cannikg can testify. A proud and noble post is that 
which you, Sir, hold over the Intellect of the World; 
a tremendous power you exercise t May you ever 
wield it wisely and gently as now ! " Subjectis par- 
cere superbos debellare," be your motto ! I forget 
whether I mentioned in my last that I was without 
funds in quarantine at Fort Manuel, Malta, and shall 
anxiously expect the favour of a communication from 
you — Paste Restante — at that town. 

With assurances of the highest consideration. 
Believe me to be, Sir, 

Your most faithful Servant and Correspondent, 
The F — Coktributor. 

P. S.— We touched at Smyrna, where I pur- 
chased a real Smyrna sponge, which trifle I hope 
your lady will accept for her toilet ; somere«^ Turltmi 
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rhubarb for your dear ctildren ; and a friend going 
to Syria has promised to procure for me some real 
Jerusalem artichokes^ wtich I tope to see flourisIiiDg 
in your garden at . 

[This letter was addressed " strictly private and 
confidential" to us ; but at a moment when all men's 
minds are turned towards the East, and every infor- 
mation regarding " the cradle of civilisation " is 
anxiously iooTred for, we have deemed it our duty to 
submit our Correspondent' 3 letter to the public. The 
news which it contains arc so important and startling 
— our correspondent's views of Eastern affairs so 
novel and remarkable — that they must make an im- 
pression in Europe. Wehegthe Observer, %)ia Times, 
&c,, to have the goodness to aeknowlcdge their au- 
thority, if they avail themselves of our facts. And 
for MS, it cannot but be a matter of pride and gratifi- 
cation to think — on the testimony of a correspondent 
who has never deceived us yet — that our efforts for 
the good of mankind are appreciated by such vast 
and various portions of the human race, and that our 
sphere of usefulness is so prodigiously on the in- 
crease. Were it not that dinner has heen announced 
{and conseciuently is getting cold), we would add 
more. For the present, let us content ourselves by 
stating that the intelligeace conveyed to us is most 
welcome as it is moat surprising, the ( 
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teartfelt joy, and, we tope, of deep future medita- 
III. 



I SEND a, picture of some beautiful windmills near 
Athens, not I believe depicted by any other artist, 
and which I daresay some people will admire because 
they are Athouian windmills. The world is made 

I was not a brilliant boy at scliool — the only 
prize I over remember to have got was in a kind of 
lottery in which I was obliged to subscribe with sev- 
enteen other competitors — and of which the prize was 
a flogging. That I won. But I don't thint I car- 
ried off any other. Possibly from laziness, or if you 
please from incapacity, but I certainly was rather 
inclined to be of the side of the dunces— Sm Waltee 
Scott, it will be recollected, was of the same species. 
Many young plants sprouted up round about both of 
us, I daresay, with astonishing rapidity— but they 
have gone to seed ere this, or were never worth the 
cultivation. Great genius is of slower growth. 

I always had my doubts about the classics. When 
I saw a brute of a schoolmaster, whose mind was as 
coarse-grained as any ploughboy's in Christendom ; 
whose manners were those of the most insufferable of 
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Heaven's creatures, the Eiiglisli snob trying to turn 
gentleman ; whose lips, whea ttey were not mouthing 
Greek or grammar, were yelling out the most hrutal 
ahuse of poor little cowering gentlemen standing he- 
fore him : when I saw this kind of man (and the in- 
Btruetors of youth are selected very frequentlj indeed 
out of this favoured class) and heard him roar out 
praises, and pump himself up into enthusiasm for, 
certain Greek poetry,— I say I had my doubts about 
the genuineness of the article, A man may well 
thump you or call you names because you won't learn 
— but I never could take to the proffered delicacy ; 
the fingers that offered it were so dirty. Fancy the 
brutality of a man who began a Greek grammar with. 
" nfTTTUi, I thrash ! " We were all made to begin it 
in tiat way. 

"When then I came to Athens, and saw that it was 
a humbug, I hailed the fact with a sort of gloomy 
joy. I stood in the Royal Square and cursed the 
country which tas made thousands of little boys 
miserable. They have blue stripes on the new Greek 
flag; I thought bitterly of my own. I wished that 
my schoolmaster had been in the place, that we might 
have fought there for the right; and that I might 
have immolated him as a sacrifice to the manes of 
little boys flogged into premature Hades, or pining 
away and sickening under the destiny of that infer- 
nal Greek grammar. I have often thought that 
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those little clienilis who are carved oa tombatonea 
and are represented as possessing a. head and winga 
only, are designed to console little children— usher 
and beadle-belaboured— and saj " there ia no flogging 
where we arc." From their conformation, it ia im- 
possible. Woe to the man who has harshly treated 
one of them ' 

Of the ancient buildings in this beggarly town it 
ia not my bnainesa to speak. Between ourselves it 
muat bo acknowledgod that there was aome merit in 
the Heatheca who constructed them. But of the 
Temple of Jupiter, of which aome columns still re- 
main, I declare with confidence that not one of them 
is taller than our own glorious Monument on Fiah- 
Street-Hill, which I heartily wish to see again, whereas 
upon the columns of Jupiter I never more desire to 
set eyes. On the Acropolis and its temples and tow- 
ers I shall also touch briefly. The frieze of the Par- 
thenon is well-lnown in England, the famous chevaux 
de frieze being carried off by Lord Elgik, and now 
in the British Museum, Great Rusaell Street, Blooms- 
bury. The Erectheum is another building, which I 
suppose Las taken its name from the genteel club in 
London at a comer of St. James's Square. It ia like- 
wise called the Temple of Minerva Poliaa — a capital 
name for a club in London certainly ; fancy gentle- 
men writing on their carda " Mr. Jones. Temple-of- 
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Miner va-PoIias Club." — Our country is surely the 
most classical of islands. 

As for the architecture of that temple, if it be 
not entirely stolen from St. Pranoras Churcli, New 
Koad, or vk-e versa, I am a Dutchman. " The Tower 
of the Winds " may be seen any day at Edinburgh — 
and the Lantern of Demosthenes is at this very min- 
ute perched on tie top of the church in 11 egent Street, 
within a hundred yards of the lantera of Mr. Df.um- 
MOND. Only in London yOTi have them all in much 
better preservation — the no^es ot the New Road 
Caryatides are not broken as those of their sisters 
here. The temple ot the Scotch wmds I am jleased 
to say I have never sten but I have no doubt it is 
worthy of the Modern Athens — and as foi the Cho- 
ragic temple of Lysieratea errtneously called Demos- 
thenes' Lantern — from'rt jterloo Pld e you can see it 
well ; whereas here it is a ruin in the midst of a 
huddle of dirty huts, whence you try in vain to get a 
good view of it. 

When I say of the temple of Theseus (quoting 
Murray's Guide-Book) that '■ it is a peripteral hesa- 
Btjle with a pronaos, a postioum and two columns 
between the anta>," the commonest capacity may per- 
fectly imagine the place. Fancy it upon an irregular 
ground of copper- coloured herbage, with black goats 
feeding oil it, and the sound of perpetual donkeys 
braying round about. Fancy to the south-east the 
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purple rocks and towel's of tiio Acropolis meeting the 
eje — to the south ea'it the hilly islands and the blue 
^gean. Fancy fhe cobalt &ky aboyo, and the tem- 
ple itself (built of Pentelic mirblo) of the exact co- 
lour and mouldiness ot i npe btilton cheese, and you 
have the view before you as well as if you bad been 

As for the modera buOdings — there is the Eoyal 
Palace, built in the style of High-Ihitcb- Greek, and 
resembling Newgate whitewashed and standing on a 
sort of mangy desert. 

The King's German guards {S.TriT^I3ov^oi) have 
left him perforce ; he is now attended by petticoated 
Albanians, and I saw one of the palace sentries, »s 
the sun was shining on bis sentry-box, wisely couched 
behind it. 

The Chambers were about to sit when we arrived. 
The Deputies were thronging to the capital. One of 
them tad come as a third-clas& passenger of an Eng- 
lish steamer, took a first-class place, and threatened 
to blow out the brains of the steward, who remon- 
strated with him on the irregularity. It ia quite 
needless to say that he kept- his place — and as the 
honourable deputy could not read, of course he could 
not be expected to understand the regulations impo- 
sed by the avaricious proprietors of the boat in ques- 
tion. Happy is the country to have such makers of 
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laws, and to enjoy the liberty eoHsequent upon tlio 
representative system ! 

Besides Otho's palaeo in the great square, there 
is another house and an hotel ; a fountain is going to 
be erected, and roads even are to be made. At pres- 
ent the King drives up and down over the mangy plain 
before-mentioned, and the grand officers of state go 
up to the palace on donkeys. 

As for the Hotel Koyal — the Polkstone Hotel 
might take a lesson from it— they charge five shillings 
sterling (the coin of the country is the gamma, lambda, 
and delta, which I never could calculate) for a bed in 
a double-bedded room ; and our poor young friend 
ScKATcHLEY, with whom I was travelliDg, was com- 
pelled to leave his and sit for safety on a chair, on a 
table in the middle of the room. 

As for me — but I will not relate my own paltry 
sufferings. The post goes out in half an hour, and 
I had thought ere its departure to have described to 
you Constantinople and my interview with the Sultan 
there— his splendid offers — the Princess BArnOTiL- 
BADOUE, the order of the Nisham, the Pashalio with 
three tails — and my firm hut indignant rejection. I 
had thought to describe Cairo — interview with Me- 
HEMET Ali — proposals of that Prince — splendid feast 
at the house of ray dear friend Buckshbesii Pasha. 
dancing-girls and magicians after dinner, and their 
extraordinary disclosures ! But I should fill volumes 
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at this rate ; and I can't, like Me. James, write a 
volume between breakfast and luncheon. 

I have ouly time rapidly to jot down my great 
ADVENTURE AT THE PYRAMIDS — and Punch?i enthro- 
nization there. 



The 19th day of October, 1844 (the seventh day 
of the month Hudjraudj, and the 1229th year of the 
Mohammedanllejira, corresponding with the 16,760 th 
anniversary of the 48th incarnation of Veeahnoo), is 
a day that ought hereafter to be considered eternally 
famous in the climes of the East and West. I for- 
get what was the day of Gtbijeeal Bonaparte's battle 
of the Pyramids ; I think it was in the month Quin- 
tidi of the year Nivose of the French Ecpublic, and 
he told his soldiers that forty centuries looked down 
upon them from the summit of those buildings — a 
statement which I very much doubt. But I say the 
19th day of October, 1844, is the most important 
era in the modern world's history. It unitea the 
modern with the ancient civUisation ; it couples the 
brethren of Watt and CoEDENwith the dusky family 
of Pharaoh and Sesostris ; it fuses Heeodotds 
with Thomas Baet^igton Macaulay ; it intertwines 
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the piston of tke blond Anglo-Saxon steam-engmB 
witt the Needle of the Abyssinian Cleopatra ; it 
weds the tunnel of the s«.hac[iieous Erunel with 
the mystic edifice of Cheops. Strange play of way- 
ward fancy ! Ascending the Pyramid, I oould not 
but think of Waterloo Bridge in my dear native 
London — a building as vast and as magnificent, as 
beautiful, as useless, and as lonely. Forty centuries 
have not as yet passed over the latter structure, 'tis 
true ; scarcely an equal number of hackney- coaches 
have crossed it. But I doubt whether the individuals 
who contributed to raise it are likely to reoeive a 
better dividend for their capital than the swarthy 
shareholders in the Pyramid speculation, whose dust 
has long since been trampled over by countless gene- 
rations of their sons. 

If I use in the above sentence the longest words 
I can find, it is because the occasion is great and de- 
mands the finest phrases the dictionary can supply ; 
it is because I have not read Tom MACArLAv in vain; 
it is because I wish to show I am a dab in history, 
as the above dates will testify ; it is because I have 
seen the Keverend Mr. Milman preach in a black 
gown at Saint Margaret's, whereas at the Coronation 
he wore a gold cope. The 19th of October was 
PwKc/i's Coronation ; I officiated at the august cere- 
mony. To be brief — as illiterate readers may not 
understand a syllable of the above piece of ornamen- 
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tal eloijTieiice — on the 19th of October, 1844, I 
FASTED THE GREAT pr.ACARi) OF Punch on the Py- 
ramid OF Cheops, I did it. The fat contributor 
did it. If I die, it could not be undone. If I perish, 
I have not lived in vain. 

If the forty centuvies are on the summit of the 
Pyramids, as BoNArAHTB remarks, all I can say is, I 
did not see them. But Funch has really heeu there; 
this I Bwear, One placard I pasted on the first 
landing-place (who knows how long Arab rapacity 
will respect the sacred hieroglyphic?). One I placed 
under a great stone on the summit ; one I waved in 
air, as my Arabs raised a mighty cheer round the 
peaceful victorious banner ; and I flung it towards 
the sky, which the Pyramid almost touches, and left 
it to its fate, to mount into the azure vault and take 
its place among the constellations ; to light on the 
eternal Desert, and mingle with its golden sands | or 
to flutter and drop into the purple waters of the 
neighbouring Nile, to swell its fructifying inundations, 
and mingle with the rich vivifying influence which 
shoots into the tall palm-trees on its banks, and gene- 
rates the waving corn. 

I wonder were there any signs or omens in Lou- 
doowhen thatevcntoccurred? Did an earthquake take 
place ? Did Stocks or the Barometer preternaturally 
rise or fall i It matters little. Let it suffice that 
the thing has been done, and forms an event in His- 
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tory bj the side of those other facta to wtioli these 
piodigioua monumeBta hear testimony. Now to nar- 
rate briefly the cireum stances of the day. 

On Thursday, October 17, 1 caused my dragoman 
to puroliase in the Frank bazaar at Grand Cairo the 
foilowing articles, which will be placed in the Moseam 
on my return. 

A tin pot, holding about a plat, a, packet of floar, 
and a pig-skin brush of the sort commonly used in 
Europe — the whole costing about five piastres, or one 
shilling sterling. They were all the implements 
needful for this tremendous undertaking. 

Horses of the Mosaic Arab breed, I mean those 
animals called Jerusalem ponies by some in England, 
by others denominated donkeys, are the common 
means of transport employed by the subjects of 
Mehemet All My eieellent friend Buckshbksh 
Pasha would have mounted me either on ills favour- 
ite borse, or his best dromedary. But I declined 
tbose proffers— if I fall, I like better to fall from a 
short distance than a high one. I have tried tumbling 
in both ways, and recommend the latter as by far the 
pleasantest and safest. I chose the Mosaic Arab 
then — one for the dragoman, one for the requisites 
of refreshment, and two for myself — not that I pro- 
posed to ride two at once, but a person of a certain 
dimension bad best have a couple of animals in case 
of accident. 



Ho-odt,GoOgk' 



rCNCH IN THE EAST. 181 

I left Cairo on the afternoon of October 18, never 
hinting to a single person the mighty purpose of my 
journey. The waters were out, and we had to cross 
them thrice — twice in track-boats, once on the shoul- 
ders of abominable Arabs, who take a pleasure in 
slipping and in making believe to plunge you in the 
stream. When in the midst of it, the brutes stop and 
demand money of you — jou are alarmed, the savages 
may drop you if you do not give — you promise that 
you will do so. The half-naked ruffians who conduct 
you up the Pyramid, when they have got you panting 
to the most steep, dangerous, and lonely stone, make 
the same demand, pointing downwards while they 
bog, as if they would fiing you in that direction on 
refusal. As soon as you have breath, you promise 
more money — it is the best way — ^you are a fool if 
you give it when you come down. 

The journey I find briefly set down ia my pocket- 
book as thus : — Cairo Gardens — Mosquitoes — Women 
dressed in blue — Children dressed in nothing — Old 
Cairo — Nile, dirty water, ferry-boat — Town — Palm- 
trees, ferry-boat, canal, palm-trees, town — Rice-fields 
— IWaize-fields — Fellows on dromedaries — Donkey 
down — Over his head — Pick up pieces — More palm- 
trees — More rice-fields — Water-courses — Howling 
Arabs— Donkey tumble down again — Inundations — 
Herons or cranes — Broken bridges — Sands — Pyra- 
mids. — If a man cannot make a landscape out of that 
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he has no imagiDation. Let him paint tlie skies yery 
blue — the sands very yellow — the plains very flat and 
green — the dromedaries and palm-trees very tall — 
the women very brown, some with veils, some witli 
nose-rings, some tattooed, and none with stays — and 
the picture is complete. You may shut your eyes 
and fancy yourself there. It is the pleasantest way, 



PUNCH AT THE PYRAMirS. 

(COSCLCEED.) 

It is all very well to talk of sleeping in the 
tombs ; that question has been settled in a former 
paper, where I have stated my belief that people do 
not sleep at all in Egypt. I thought to have had 
some tremendous visions under the shadow of those 
enormous Pyramids reposing under the stars. Pha- 
raoh or Cleopatra, I thought, might appear to me 
in a dream. But how could they, as I didn't go to 
sleep ? I hoped for high thoughts, and secret com- 
munings with the Spirit of Poesy — I hoped to have 
Jet off a sonnet at least, as gentlemen do on visiting 
the spot — but how could I hunt for rhymes, being 
occupied all night in hunting for something else 1 If 
this remonstrance will deter a single person from go- 
ing to the Pyramids, my purpose is fully ai 
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But my case was different. I had a duty to per- 
form — I had to introduce Punch to Cheops — I had 
vowed to leave his card at the gates of History — I 
had a mission, in a word. I roused at sunrise the 
snoring dragoman from his lair. I summoned the 
four Arahs who had engaged to assist me in the as- 
cent, and in the undcrtakiiig. We lighted a fire 
of camel's dung at the North-East corner of the Pyr- 
amid, just as the god of day rose over Cairo ! The 
embers began to glow, water was put into the tin pot 
before mentioned, — the pot was put on the fire — 'twas 
a glorious — a thrilling moment ! 

At 46 minntes past 6, a.m. (by one of Dollond's 
Chronometers), tfie water began to boil. 

At 4T minutes the flour was put gradually into 
the water — it was stirred with the butt-end of the 
brush bought for the purpose, and Schmaklek Beg, 
an Arab, peeping over the pot too curiously, I poked 
the brush into his mouth at 1 1 minutes before 7, a.m. 

At 7, THE PASTE WAS MADE — doubtiug whether it 
was thick enough, Schmaklek tried it with his finger. 
It was pronounced to he satisfactory. 

At 1 1 minutes past 7, I turned round in a ma- 
jestic attitude to the four Arahs, and said, '■ Let us 
mount." I suggest this scene, this moment, this atti- 
tude, to the Committee of the Fine Arts as a proper 
subject for the Houses of Parliament — Punch point- 
ing to the Pyramids, and introducing civilisation to 
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Egypt — I merely throw it out as a suggestion. What 
a grand thing the Messieurs Foggo would make 
of it! 

Haying given the signal — the Sheikh of the 
Araha seized 3ny right arm, and bis brother the left. 
Two volunteer Araha pushed me (quite unnecessarily) 
behind. The other two preceded— one with a water- 
bottle for refreshment ; the other with the posters — 
the pot — the paint-brush and the paste. Away we 
went — away ! 

I was blown at the third step. They are esoeed- 
ingly lofty ; about 5 feet high each, I should think — 
but the ardent spirit will break his heart to win the 
goal — besides I could not go back if I would. The 
two Arabs dragged me forward by the arms — the 
volunteers pushed me up from behind. It was in 
vain I remonstrated with the latter, kicking violently 
as occasion offered — they still went on pushing. We 
arrived at the first landing-place. 

I drew out the poster — bow it fluttered in the 
breeze ! — with a trembling hand I popped the brush 
into the paste pot, and smeared the back of the pla- 
card, then I pasted up the Standard of our glorious 
leader — at 19 minutes past 7, by the clock of the 
great minaret at Cairo, which, was clearly visible 
through my refracting telescope. My heart throbbed 
when the deed was done. My eyes filled with tears 
— I am not at liberty to state hero all the emotions 
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of triumph and jay which rose in my hosom — so ex- 
quisitely overpowering were they. There was Punch 
— familiar old Punchy—his back to the desert, hia 
beaming face tiu'ned towards the Nile. 

"Bless him 1" I exclaimed, embracing him; and 
almost choking, gave the signal to the Arabs to 
move on. 

These eavago creatures are only too ready to 
obey aa order of this nature. They spin a man 
along be his size never so considerable. They rat- 
tled up to the second landing so swiftly that I 
thought I should be broken-winded for ever. But 
they gave us little time to halt. Yallah ! Again we 
mount ! — 'tis the last and most arduous ascent— the 
limbs quiver, the pulses beat, the eyes shoot out of 
the head, the brain reels, the knees tremble and tot- 
ter, and you are on the summit 1 I don't know how 
many hundred thousand feet it is above the level of 
the sea, but I wonder after that tremendous exercise 
that I am not a roarer to my dying hour. 

When couscinusness and lungs regained their 
play, another copy of the placard was placed under 
a stone — -a third was launched into air in the man- 
ner before described, and we gave three immense 
cheers for Pu7ich, which astonished the undiscovered 
mummies that lie darkling in tomb -chambers, and 
must have disturbed the broken-nosed old Sphinx 
who has been couched for thousands of years in the 
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desert hard by. Ttis done, we made < 
from the Pyramids. 

And if, my dear Sir, you ask me whether it is 
worth a man's while to mount up those enormous 
stones, I will say in confidence that thousands of peo- 
ple went to see the Bottle Conjuror, and that we 
tear of gentlemen becoming Free-Masons every day. 
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THE CUEATE S 



It was the ttird out of the four hell-buttocs at the 
door at which my friend the curate pulled ; and the 
summoas was answered after a brief interval, 

I must premise that the house before which we 
stopped was No. 14, Sedan Buildings, leading out of 
Great Guelph Street, Dettingen Street, Cnilloden 
Street, Minden Square ; and Upper and Lower Car- 
oline Bow form part of the same quarter — a very 
queer and solemn quarter to walk in, I think, and 
one which always suggests Fielding's novels to me. 
I can fancy Captain Booth strutting out of the very 
door at which we were standing, in tarnished laoc, 
with his bat cocked over his eye, and his hand on hia 
hanger ; or Lady Bellaston's chair and hearers 
coming swinging down Great Guelpt Street, which 
we have just quitted to enter Sedan Buildings. 

Sedan Buildings is a little flagged square, ending 
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abruptly with the huge walls of Eluck's Brewery. 
The houses, by many degrees smaller than the large de- 
cayed tenements in Great Guelph Street, are still not 
uncomfortable, although shabby. There are brass- 
plates on the doors, two on some of them ; or simple 
names, as " Lukt," " Padgemoke," &o, (as if no 
other statement about Lti.nt and Padgemore were 
necessary at all) under the bells. There are pictures 
of mangles before two of the houses, and a gilt arm 
with a hammer sticking out from one. I never saw 
a Goldbeater, What sort of a being is he that he 
always sticks out his ensign in dark, mouldy, lonely, 
dreary, bnt somewhat respectable places? What 
powerful Muloiherian fellows they must he, those Gold- 
beaters, whacking and thumping with huge mallets 
at the precious metals all day. I wonder what is 
Goldbeaters' skin 1 and do they get impregnated with 
the metal? and are their great arms under their 
clean shirts on Sundays, all gilt and shining 1 

It is a quiet, kind, respectable place somehow, in 
spite of its shabbiness. Two pewter pints and a 
jolly little half-pint are hanging on the railings in 
perfect confidence, basking ia what little sun comes 
into the Court. A group of small children are mak- 
ing an ornament of oyster-shells in one comer. Who 
has that half-pint? Is it for one of those small ones, 
or for some delicate female recommended to take 
beer? The windows in the Court, upon some of 
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whioh the sun glistens, are not cracked, and pretty 
clean ; it is only tbe b!aek and dreary look behind 
which gives them a poverty-stricken appearance. No 
curtains or blinds. A bird-cage and a very few pots 
of flowers here and there. This — with the exception 
of a milkman talking to a whitey-brown woman, 
made up of bits of flannel and strips of faded ehintz 
and calico seemingly, and holding a long bundle wbich 
cried — this was all I saw in Sedan Buildings while we 
were waiting until the door should open. 

At last the door was opened, and by a porteresa 
80 small, that I wonder how she ever could have 
reached up to the latch. She bobbed a curtsey and 
smiled at the Curate, whose face gleamed with 
benevolence too, in reply to that salutation. 

" Mother not at home ? " says Frank White- 
stock, patting the child on the head. 

'■ Mother's out charing, Sir," replied the girl ; 
" but please to walk up. Sir." And she led the way 
up one and two pair of stairs to that apartment in 
the house which is called the second floor front ; in 
which was the abode of the charwoman. 

There were two young persons in the room, of 
the respective ages of eight and five, I should think. 
She of five years of age was hemming a duster, being 
perched oa a chair at the table in the middle of the 
room. The elder, of eight, politely wiped a chair with 
& cloth for the accommodation of the good-natured 
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Curate, and came and stood between his kness, imme- 
diately alongside of his umbrella, which also reposed 
there, and which she by no means equalled in height. 
" Tliese children attend my school at St. Timo- 
thy's," Mr. Whitestock said ; " and Betsy keeps the 
house whilst her mother is from homo." 

Anything cleaner or neater than this house it is 
impossible to coDceiTe. There was a big bed, which 
■ must have been the resting-place of the whole of this 
little family. The t! f Ig 

prints on the walls ; b d t f d d gl 1 
of Pkincb CoBBiiG d th P C 

There were brass c dl t k d 1 ml tl 

chimney-piece, and pi d th d 

ted with near halt d f pi t y !1 w b wl 

and crockery. And tl t H th w tw 
three bits of dry b 1 1 j w th w t w tl 
which these three y p pi ( t b mg th ly 

three o'clock) were btttkth ml 11 d 

That little Be wh 1 k m 11 ly 

ten years old : and h b m th 

the age of about five. I mean to say, that her own 
mother having to go out upon her charing operations, 
Betsy assumes command of the room during her pa- 
rent's absence : has nursed her sisters from babyhood 
up to the present time : keeps order over them, and 
the house clean as you see it ; and goes out occasion- 
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ally and transacts tte family purctaaes of bread, 
moist sugar, and mother's tea. They dine upon 
bread, tea and hreaifast upon bread when they have 
it, or go to bed without a morsel. Their holiday is 
Sunday, whidi they spend at Church and Sunday- 
school. The younger children scarcely ever go out 
save on that day, but ait sometimes in the sun, which 
comes in pretty pleasantly : sometimes blue in the 
cold, for thoy very seldom see a fire except to heat 
irons by, when mother has a job of linen to get up. 
Father was a journeyman book-binder, who died four 
years ago, and ia buried among thousands and thou- 
sands of tlie nameless dead who lie crowding the 
black churchyard of St, Timothy's parish. 

The Curate evidently took especial pride in Vic- 
toria, the youngest of these three children of the 
charwoman, and caused Betsy to fetch a book which 
lay at the window, and bade her read. It was a 
Missionary Register which the Curate opened hap- 
hazard, and this baby began to read out in an exceed- 
ingly clear and resolute voice about — 

" The island of Raritongo is the least frequented 
of all the Caribbean Archipelago. Wankyfungo is 
at fonr leagues S. E. by E,, and the peak of the crar 
ter of Shuagnahua is distinctly visible. The Iras- 
cible entered Raritongo Bay on the evening of Thurs- 
day 29th, and the nest day the Rev. Mb. Flethers, 
Mrs. Fi-ethers, and their nine children, and Stianc;- 
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pooKY, the native converted at Cacahawgo landed 
and took up their residence at the hou^t of Ratata-- 
TUA, the Principal Chief, who cutertimed us with 
yams and a pig," &e &-c , &c 

" Karitongo, Wank'^fungo Archipeligo I pro- 
test this little woman read cff eaoh of these long 
words with an ease which perfectly astonished me. 
Many a lieutenant in Hee M vjesty s Heavies would 
be puzzled with words of half the length. White- 
stock, hy way of reward for her scholarship, gave 
her another pat on the head j having reoeived which 
present with a curtsey, she went and put the hook 
back into the window, and clambering back into the 
chair, resumed the hemming of the blue duster. 

I suppose it was the smallncss of these people, as 
well as their singular, neat, and tidy behaviour, which 
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wou]d go and live in a cupboard, and share the little 
lialf-pint pot for dinner. 'Mej-ia, eight years of ago, 
though inferior in accompli shments to her sister, is 
her eijual in size, and can wash, scrub, hem, go errands, 
put her hand to the dinner, and make herself gene- 
rally useful. In a word, she is fit to he a little house- 
maid, and to make everytliing but ttc beds, which 
slie cannot as yet reach up to. As for Viotob.ia's 
qualifications, they have been mentioned before. I 
wonder whether the Princess Alice can read off 
" Raritongo," &c., as glibly as this surprising little 
animal 

I asked the Curate ^ permission to make these 
young ladiei a picscnt, and accordingly produced the 
sum of sixpence to bo divided amongst the three. 
" What will you do with it ?" I said, laying down the 
coia. 

They answered, all three at once, and in a little 
chorus, "We'll give it to mother." This verdict 
caused the disbursement of another sixpence, and it 
was explained to them that the sum was for their 
own private pleasures, and each was called upon to 
declare what she would purchase. 

ELrzABBTii says, " I would like twopenn'orth of 
meat, if you please. Sir." 

'Melia : " Ha'porth of treacle, three-farthings'- 
worth of milk, and the same of fresh bread." 

ViPTOiLiA, speaking very quick, and gasping in an 
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agitated manner. " Ha'pny — alia— orange, and La'- 
pBy — aiia— apple, and ha'pny— aha— treacle, and — 
and—" here her imagination failed her. She did 
not know what to do with tlie rest of the money. 

At this 'Melia actually interposed, " Suppose she 
and Victoria subscribed a farthing apiece out of their 
money, so that Betsy might have a quarter of a 
pound of meat ?" She added that her sister wanted 
it, and that it would do her good. Upon my word, 
she made the proposals, and the calculations, in an 
instant, and all of her own accord. And before we 
left them, Betsy had put on the queerest little black 
shawl and bonnet, and had a mug and a basket ready 
to receive the purchases in question. 

Sedan Court has a particularly friendly look to 
me since that day. Peace be with you, thrifty, 
kindly, simple, loving little maidens ! May their 
voyage in life prosper I Think of the great journey 
before them, and the little cock-boat manned by ba- 
bies, venturing over the great stormy ocean. Spec. 

II. 

Following the steps of little Betsy with her mug 
and basket, as she goes pattering down the street, we 
watch her into a grocer's shop, where a startling pla- 
card with " Down Again ! " written on it, announces 
that the Sugar Market is still in a depressed eondi- 



Ho;-dt,GoOgk' 



197 



tion^ — and where she no doubt negotiates the purchase 
of a certain r[uantity of niolassos. A little further 
on, in Iiawfeidt Street, is Ma. Filch's fine silver- 
smith's shop, where a man may stand for a half hour, 
and gaze with ravishment at the beautiful gilt cups 
and tankards, the stunniog waistcoat-chains, the little 
white cushions laid out with delightfnl diamond pins, 
gold horse-shoes and splinter-hara, pearl owls, tur- 
quoise lizards and dragons, enamelled monkeys, and 
all sorts of agreeahle monsters for your neckcloth. If 
I live to be a hundred, or if the girl of my heart 
were waiting for me at the comer of the street, I ne- 
ver could pass Me, Filch's shop without having a 
couple of minutes' good stare at the window. I like 
to fancy myself dressed up in some of the jewellery. 
" Spec, you rogue," I say, " suppose you were to get 
leave to wear three or four of those rings on your fin- 
gers ; to stick that opal, round which twists a bril- 
liant serpent, with a ruby head into your blue satin 
neckcloth j and to sport that gold jack-chain on your 
waistcoat. You might walk in the Park with that 
black whalebone prize-riding- whip, which has a head 
of the size of a snuff-bos, surmounted with a silver 
jockey on a silver race-horse ; and what a sensation 
you would create, if you took that large ram's horn 
with the Cairngorm top out of your poeket, and offer- 
ed a pinch of rappee to the company round ! " A lit- 
tle attorney's clerk is staring in at the window, in 
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whose mind very siniila); ideas are passing. What 
would lie not give to wear tliat gold pin nest Sunday 
in his blue hunting neclieioth 1 The ball of it is al- 
most as big as those wbich are painted over the side 
door of Mk. Filch's shop, whioh is down that pas- 
sage which leads into Trotter's Court, 

I have dined at a house where the silver dishes 
and covers came from Filch's, let out to their owner 
bj Mr, Filch for the i3ay,and in charge of the grave 
looking man whom I mistook for the butJer. Butlers 
and ladies' maids iimumerable have audiences of Mk, 
Filch in his back parlour. There are suits of jewels 
whioh he and his shop have known for a half century 
past, so often have they been pawned to him. When 
we read in the Court Journal of Lady Fitzball's 
head-dress of lappets and superb diamonds, it is be- 
cause the jewels get a day rule from Filch's, and 
come back to his iron box as soon as the drawing- 
room is over. These jewels become historical among 
pawnbrokers. It was here that Lady Prigsby 
brought her diamonds one evening of last year, and 
desired hurriedly to raise two thousand pounds upon 
them, when Filch respectfully pointed out to her 
Ladyship, that she had pawned the stones already to 
his comrade, Me.. Tubal, of Charing Cross. And, 
taking his hat, and putting the case under his arm, 
he went with her Ladyship to the hack-cab in which 
she had driven to Lawfeldt Street, entered the vehi- 
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cle with her, and they drove in silence to tlie back en- 
trance of her mansion in Monmoutt Sijuare, where 
Me, Tueal's young man was still seated in the hall, 
waiting until her Ladyship showld be undressed. 

We walked round the splendid shiaing shop and 
down the passage, which would be dark but that the 
gaa-lit door is always swinging to and fro, as the peo- 
ple who come to pawn go in and out. Yow may be 
sure there is a gin-shop handy to all pawnbrokers, 

A lean man in a dingy dress is walking lazily up 
and down the flags of Trotter's Court, His ragged 
trowsers trail in the slimy jnud there. The doors of 
the pawnbroker's, and of the gin-shop on the other 
side, are banging to and fro : a little girl comes out 
of the former, with a tattered old handkerchief, and 
goes up and gives something to the dingy man. It is 
njnepence, just raised on hia waistcoat. The man bids 
the child to " cut away homo," and when she is clear 
out of the court, he looks at ns with a lurking scowl 
and walks into the gin-shop doors, which awing always 
opposite the pawnbroker's shop. 

Why should he have sent the waistcoat wrapped 
in that ragged old cloth! Why should he have sent 
the child into the pawnbroker's hos, and not have 
gone himself? Ho did not choose to let her see him 
go into the gin-shop — why drive her in at the oppo- 
site door? The child knows well enough whither ho 
is gone, She might as well have carried an old 
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waistcoat in her hand through the street as a ragged 
napkin. A sort of vanity, you see, drapes itseK in 
that dirty rag ; or is it a kind of debauched shame, 
which does not like to go nailed? The fancy can fol- 
low the poor girl up the black alley, up the black 
stairs, into tlie bare room, where mother and chil- 
dren arc starving, while the lazy ragamuffin, the fam- 
ily bully, is gone into the gin-shop to ■' try our cele- 
brated Cream of the Valley," as the bill in red letters 
bids him. 

" I waited in this court the other day," White- 
stock said, "just like that man, while a friend of 
mine went in to take her husband's tools out of pawn 
— an honest man — a journeyman shoemaker, who 
lives hard by." And we went to call on the journey- 
man shoemaker — Handle's Buildings — two-pair back 
— over a blacking manufactory. The blacking was 
made by one manufactor, who stood before a tub stir- 
ring up his produce, a good deal of which — and no- 
thing else — was on the floor. We passed through this 
emporium, which abutted on a dank, steaming little 
court, and up the narrow stair to the two-pair back. 

The shoemaker was at work with his recovered 
tools, and his wife was making woman's shoos (an in- 
ferior branch of the business) by him, A shrivelled 
child was lying on the bed in the corner of the room. 
There was no bedstead, and indeed scarcely any fur- 
niture, save the little table on which lay his tools and 
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shoes — a fair-haired, lank, handsome jouDg maa with 
a wife who may have been pretty once, in better 
times, and before starvation pulled her down. She 
had but one ttin gown ; it clung to a frightfully ema- 
ciated little body. 

Their story was the old one. The man had been 
in good work, and had the fever. The clothes had 
been pawned, the furniture and bedstead had been 
sold, and they slept on the mattress ; the mattress 
went, and they slept on the floor ; the tools went, and 
the end of all things seemed at hand, when the gra- 
cious apparition of the Curate, with his umbrella, 
came and cheered those stricken-down poor folks. 

The journeyman shoemaker must have been as 
tonished at such a sight. He is not, or was not i 
church-goer. He is a man of " advanced " opinions 
believing that priests are hypocrites, and that clergy- 
men in general drive about in coach es-and-f our, and 
eat a tithe-pig a day. This proud priest got Mi 
Crispi:) a bed to lie upon, and some soup to eat ; and 
(being the treasurer of certain good folks of his par- 
ish, whose ctarities he administers) as soon as the 
man was strong enough to work, the curate lent him 
money wherewith to redeem his tools, and which our 
friend is paying back by instalments at this day. And 
any man who has seen these two honest men talking 
together, would have said the shoemaker was the 
haughtiest of the two. 



Ho;-dt,GoOgk' 



202 TRAVELS IN LONDON. 



We paid one more morning Tisit. TLis was witt an 
order for work to a tailor of reduced circumstances 
and enlarged family. He had been a master, and 
was now forced to take work by the job. He who 
had commanded many men, was now fallen down to 
the ranks again. His wife told ua all about his mis- 
fortunes. She is evidently very proud of them. " He 
failed for seven thousand pounds," the poor woman 
said, three or fonr times during tbc course of our vis- 
it. It gave her husband a sort of dignity to have 
been trusted for so much money. 

The Curate must have heard that story many 
times, to which he now listened with great patience 
in the tailor's house — a large, clean, dreary, faint- 
looking room, smelling of poverty. Two little stunt- 
ed, yellow-headed children, with lean pale faces and 
large protruding eyes, wero at the window staring 
with all their might at Guy Fawke3,who was passing 
in the street, and making a great clattering and shout- 
ing outside, while the luckless tailor's wife was prat- 
ing within about her husband's bygone riches. I shall 
not in a hurry forget the picture. The empty room 
in a dreary back-ground ; the tailor's wife in brown, 
stalking up and down the planks, talking endlessly; 
lie solemn children staring out of the window as the 
sunshine fell on tboir faces, and honest Whitestock 
seated, listening, with the tails of his coat through 
the chair. 
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His business over witli the tailor, we start again, 
Frank Whitestock trips through alley after alley, 
never getting any mud on his boots, somehow, and his 
white neckcloth making a wonderful shine in those 
skady places. He has all sorts of acquaintance, chiefly 
amongst the extreme youth, assembled at the doors or 
about the gutters. There was one small person occu- 
pied in emptying one of these rivulets with an oyster 
shell, for the purpose, apparently, of making an arti- 
ficial lake in a hole hard by, whose solitary gravity 
and business struck me much, while the Curate was 
very deep in conversation with a small-coalman. A 
half-doaen of her comrades were congregated round a 
scraper and on a grating hard by, playing with a man- 
gy little puppy, the property of the Curate's friend. 

I know it is wrong to give large sums of money 
away promiscuously, but I could not help dropping a 
penny into the child's oyster-shell, as she came for- 
ward holding it before her like a tray. At first her 
expression was oneratherof wonder than of pleasure at 
this influx of capital, and were certainly quite worth the 
small charge of one penny, at which it was purchased. 

For a moment she did not seem to know what 
steps to take ; but, having commnned in her own mind, 
she presently resolved to turn them towards a neigh- 
bouring apple-stall, in the direction of which she went 
without a single word of compliment passing between 
us. Now, the childrea round the scraper were wit- 
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nesses to the transaction, " He's give her a pemiy," 
one remarked to another, with hopes miserahly disap- 
pointed that they might come in for a similar present. 
She walked on to the apple stall meanwhile, hold- 
ing her penny behind her. And what did the other 
little ones do ! They put dowa the puppy as if it 
had been so much dross. And one after another 
they followed the penny-piece to the apple-stall. 

Spec. 

A DINNER lU THE CITY. 
I. 

Out of a mere love of variety and contrast, I 
think we cannot do better, after leaving the wretched 
Whitestock among his starving parishioners, than 
transport ourselves to the City, where we arc invited 
to dine with the Worshipful Company of Bellows- 
Menders, at their splendid Hall in Marrow -pudding 
Lane. 

Nest to eating good dinners, a healthy man with 
a benevolent turn of mind must like, I think, to read 
about them. When I was a boy, I had by heart the 
Barmecides feast In the Arabian Nights ; and the 
culinary passages in Scott's novels (in which works 
there is a deal of good eating} always were my 
favourites. The Homeric poems are full, as every- 
body knows, of roast and boiled : and every year I 



Ho;-dt,GoOgk' 



A DINNER IN THE CITY. 205 

look forward with pleasure to the newspapers of the 
10th of Noyemher, for the menu of the Lord Major's 
feast, which is sure to appear in those journals. 
What student of history is there who does not re- 
member the City dinner given to the Allied Sove- 
reigns in 1814 f It is good even now, and to read it 
ought to make a man hungry, had he had five meals 
that day. In a word, I had long, long yearned in my 
secret heart to he present at a City festival, The 
last year's papers liad a bUI of fare commencing with 
" four hundred tureens of turtle, each containing five 
pints;" and concluding with the pineapples and ices 
of the dessert, " Eancy two thousand pints of turtloj 
my love," I have often said to Mas. Spec, " in a 
vast oilver tank, smoking fragrantly, with lovely green 
islands of calipash and calipee floating about — why, 
my dear, if it had heen invented in the time of 
ViTELLius he would have bathed in it ! " 

"He would have been a nasty wretch," Mes. 
Spec said, who thinks that cold mutton is the most 
wholesome food of man. However, whea she heard 
what great company was to be present at the dinner, 
the Ministers of State, the Foreign Ambassadors, 
some of the bench of Bishops, no doubt the Judges, 
and a great portion of the Nobility, she was pleased 
at the card which was sent to her husband, and made 
a neat tie to my white neckcloth before I set off on 
the festive journey. She warned me to be very 
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cautious, and obstinately refused to allow me the 
Chubb door-key. 

The very card of inTitation is a curiosity. It is 
almost as big as a tea-tray. It gives one ideas of a, 
vast, enormous bospitality. G-og and Magog in 
livery might leave it at your door. If a man is to 
eat up to that card, Heaven help us, I thought ; the 
Doctor must be called in. Indeed, it was a Doctor 
who procured me the placard of invitation. Like all 
medical men who have published a book upon diet, 
PiLLKiNSTON IS s grcat gourmand, and he made a great 
favour of procuring the ticket for me from his brother 
of the Stock Exchange, who is a Citizen aud a Bel- 
lows-Mender in his corporate capacity. 

We drove P llk n ton s Brougha n to tl e place 
of mangezvou througl fl e streets of tl e town, in 
the broad dajl ght dr sscd out n on wl te waist- 
coats and tie ak ng i sensat o upon all beholders 
by the premature [lenlo r of our apiearance. 
There is son eth ng and n that 1 o p tal ty of the 
citizens, who ot only f, ve j m re to eat than 
other people but who b g n earl or than anybody 
else. Major B ngee Capta « Cahtere k and a 
host of the fa h onables of y aC| ntince, were 
taking their mo n n^ s le n the Pa k a we drove 
through. You shoull I av ecu how they stared at 
us ! It gave n a pleasure to be able to remark 
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mentally, " Look on, gents, we too are aometimeB 
invited to the tables of tke great." 

We fell in with numhers of carriages as we were 
approaching citywards, in wHcIi reclined gentle- 
men with white neckcloths — grand equipages of 
foreign ambassadors, whose uniforms, and stars, and 
gold-laoc glistened within the carriages, while their 
- servants with coloured cockades looked splendid with- 
out, careered by the Doctor's Brougham-horse, which 
was a little fatigued with his professional journeys in 
the morning. General Sir Eoger Bluff, K.C.B., 
and Colonel TticKEa, were stepping into a cab at 
the "United Service Club as we passed it. The vete- 
rans blazed in scarlet and gold-laee. It seemed 
strange that men so famous, if they did not mount 
their chargers to go to dinner, should ride in any 
vehicle under a coach-and-sis ; and instead of having 
a triumphal car to conduct them to the city, should 
go thither in a rickety cab, driven by a ragged cha- 
rioteer smoking a doodheen. In Oornhill wo fell 
into a line, and formed a complete regiment of the 
aristocracy. Crowds were gathered round the steps 
of the old Hall ia Marrow-pudding Lane, and wel- 
comed US nobility and gentry as we stepped out of 
our equipages at the door. The policemen could 
hardly restrain the ardour of these low fellows, and 
their sarcastic cheers were sometimes very unpleasant. 
There was one rascal who made an observation about 
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the size of my white waistcoat, for wiiiuh I should 
have Hied to sacrifice him on the spot ; hut Pill- 
KiNGTON Lurncd rae, as the poUeemen did our little 
Brougham, to give place to a prodigious fine equipage 
which followed, with immense grey horses, immense 
footmen in powder, and driven by a grave coachman 
in an episcopal wig, 

A veteraa officer in suarlet, with silver epaulets, 
and a profu-e quantity of bullion and silver lace, 
descend If m. th between the two foot- 

men, a I ly J t bj h urling sabre, whicli had 
twisted t If b fw h 1 g , which were cased in 
duck t w y t j,ht ept about the knees 

(wher tl y b gf, d L( t fr ly), and with rich long 
white t p I h ght h must be a great man by 
the odd f h f m 

" TVh til 1 ays I, as the old war- 

rior, d tglghmlffm his scimetar, entered 
the out h 11 I t th Mauquess of Anglesea, or 
the Eajah of Sarawak 1 " 

I spoke in utter ignorance, as it appeared. " That ! 
Pooli," says Pillkington ; " that is Ma. Champig- 
«oN, M.P.,of Whitehall Gardens and Fungus Abbey, 
Citizen and Bellows- Mender. His uniform is that 
of a Colonel of the Diddlesex Militia." There was 
no end to similar mistakes on that day. A venerable 
man with a blue and gold uniform, and a large crim- 
son sword-belt and brass-scabbarded sabre, passed 
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presently, whom I mistook for a foreign ambassador 
at the least ; ■whereas I found out that he was only a 
Billingsgate Commisaioner — and a tittle fellow in a 
blue livery, which fitted him so badly that I thought 
he must be one of the hired waiters of the Company, 
who had been put into a coat that didn't belong to 
him, turned out to be a real right honourable gent, 
who had been a minister onee. 

I was conducted up-stairs by my friend to the 
gorgeous drawing-room, where the company assem- 
bled, and where there was a picture of George IV. 
I cannot make out what public companies can want 
with a picture of George IV. A fellow, with a gold 
chain, and in a black suit, such as the lamented Mr. 
Cooper wears preparatory to execution in the last act 
of George Barnwell, bawled out our names as wo 
entered the apartment. " If my Eliza could hear 
that gentleman," thought I, •' roaring out the name 
of ' Mr. Spec ! ' in the presence of at least two hun- 
dred Earls, Prelates, Judges, and distinguished cha- 
racters ! " It made little impression upon them, how- 
ever ; and I slunk into the embrasure of a window, 
and watched the company. 

Every man who came into the room was, of course, 
ushered in with a roar. " His Excellency the Minis- 
ter of Topinambo ! " the usher yelled ; and the Min- 
ister appeared, bowing, and in tights. " Mr. Hoo- 
QiN ! The Right Honourable the Eaki. of Bare- 
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iCRES ! Mk. Snog ! Mk. Braddle ! Mb, Alderman 
Moodle! Mr. Justice Bunker! Lieut. -Gen. Sir 
EoGER Bluff ! Colonel Tucker ! Mr. Tims ! " with 
the same empliasia and mark of admiration for us all, 
as it were. The Warden of the Bellows-Menders 
came forward and made a profusion of bows to the 
various distinguished guests as they arrived. He, 
too, was in a court-dreaa, with a sword and bag. His 
lady must like so to behold him turning out in. arms 
and ruffles, shaking hands with Ministers, and bowing 
over his wine-glass to their ExceUeaKies the Foreign 
Ambassadors. 

To be in a room with these great people gave me 
a thousand sensations of joy. Once, I am positive, 
the Secretary of the Tape and Sealing-Was Office 
looked at me, and turning round to a noblo Lord in 
a red ribbon, evidently asked, " Who is that 1 " Oh, 
Eliza, Eliza ! How I wished you had been there ! — 
or if not there, in the ladies' gallery in the dining- 
hall, when the music began, and 5Ir. Shabrach, Mr. 
Mbshach, and little Jack Oldboy (whom I recollect 
in the part of Count Almaviva any time these forty 
years), sang Non nobis Domine. 

But I am advancing matters prematurely. We 
are not in the grand dining-hall as yet, Tho crowd 
grows thicker and thicker, so that you can't see peo- 
ple bow as they enter any more. The usher in the 
gold chain roars out name ofter name : more ambas- 
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aadors, more generals, more citizens, capitalists, bant- 
ers — among them Mk. Rowdy, my banker, from whom 
I shrank guiltily from private financial reasons — and, 
last and greatest of all, " The Eight Honourable 

THE LOKD SIaYOR [ " 

That was a stock, such as I felt on landing at 
Calais for tte first time : on first seeing an Eastern 
bazaar ; on first catching a sight of Mes. Spec ; a 
new sensation, in a word. Till death, I shall remem- 
ber that surprise. I saw over the heads of the 
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II. 

The gloiiouf comjnny of banquetoers were now 
pretty well ill ■iisembled ; and I, for my part, at- 
tracted by an irresistible fascination, pushed nearer 
and nearer my Lobd Mayor, and surveyed him, as 
the Generals, Lords, Ambassadors, Judges, and other 
bigwigs rallied round him as their centre, and, being 
introduced to bis Lordship and each otter, made 
themselves the most solemn and araceful bows; as 
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i£ it had been the object o£ that General's life to 
meet that Judge ; and as if that Secretary of the 
Tape and Sealing-wax Office, having achieved at 
length a presentation to the Lord Mayor, had 
gained the end of his existence, and might go home, 
singing a Nunc Dimittis. Don Geronimo be Mtil- 
LioAN Y GuAYABA, Minister of the Republic of Topi- 
nambo, (and originally descended from aa illustrious 
Irish ancestor, who hewed out with hia pickaxe in the 
Topinambo mines the steps by which his family have 
ascended to their present eminence), holding his 
cocked hat with the yellow eoekade close over hia 
embroidered coat-tails, conversed with Alderman 
CoDSHEAD, that celebrated statesman, who was also 
in tights, with a sword and bag. 

Of all the artieles of the splendid court-dress of 
our aristocracy, I think it is those little bags which I 
admire most. The dear criap curly little black dar- 
lings ! They give a gentleman's back an indescriba- 
ble grace and air of chivalry. They arc at once 
manly elegant, and useful (being made of sticking- 
plastei, which can bo applied atterwards to heal 
many a wound uf domestic life) They are Bome- 
thmg extra appended to men, to enable them to ap- 
peir m the presence of rovalty How vastly the 
idta of ■* Giiurt mcieiaes in tolemmtj and grandeur 
when jou think that a man cannot mtcr it without a 
tail I 
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These thoughts passed through my mind, and 
pleasingly diverted it from all sensations of hunger, 
while many friends around mo were pulling out their 
wthlk twdlgt! g drs 

ttl t th 1 k (th d g p 1 p 

tw d tl f f t y th th 

lild mg Ittdi )d 

wgtw 11 mt hmfllf 

Y k mbly f E g! hm t ft 1 

d t th k d I y t th y 1 w tk t 
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gl fhld twth iyS 
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g t t wh th g t 1 1 t p 
flood of light, and we rushed, a black streaming 
crowd, into the gorgeous hall of banquet. 

Every man sprang for his place with breathless 
rapidity. We knew where those places were before- 
hand; for a cunning map had been put into the hands 
of each of us by an officer of the Company, where 
every plate of this grand festival was numbered, and 
each gentleman's place was ticketed off. My wife 
keeps my card still in her album ; and my dear eld- 
est boy (who has a fine genius and appetite) will gaze 
on it for half an hour at a time, whereas he passes 
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by the copies of verses and the flowoi'-picces witli an 
entire indifference. 

The vast hall flames with gas, and is emblazoned 
all over with the arms of by-gone Bellows-Menders, 
Aagust portraits decorate the walls. The Duke of 
Kekt in scarlet, with a crooked sabre, stared me 
firmly in the face during the whole entertainment. 
The Duke of Cumberland, in a hussar uniform, was 
at ray baci, and I knew was looking down into my 
plate. The eyes of those gaunt portraits follow you 
everywhere. The Prince Regent has been mentioned 
before. He has his place of honour over the Great 
Bellowa-JIender's chair, and surveys the high table, 
glittering with plate, epergnes, candles, hock-glasses, 
moulds of blanc-mange stuck over with flowers, gold 
statues holding up baskets of barley-sugar, and a 
thousand objects of art. Piles of immense gold cans 
and salvers rose up in buffets behind this high table ; 
towards which presently, and in a grand procession — 
the band in the gallery over-head blowing out the 
Bellows-Menders' march — a score of City tradesmen 
and their famous guests walked solemnly between 
our rows of tables. 

G-raee was said, not by the professional devotees 
who sang " Non Noins " at the end of the meal, but 
by a chaplain somewhere in the room, and the turtle 
began. Armies of waitei-s came rushing in with tu- 
reens of this broth of the City, 
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There was a gentleman near ns — a very lean old 
Bellows- Mender, indeed, who had three platefuls. 
His old hands trembled, and his plate quivered with 
exeiteraent, as he asked again and again. That old 
man is not destined to eat much more of the green 
fat of this life. As he took it, he shook all over like 
the jelly in the dish opposite to him. He gasped out 
a quick langh once or twice to his neighbour, when 
his two or three old tusks showed, still standing up 
in those jaws which had swallowed such a deal of ca!- 
lipash. He winked at the waiters, knowing them 
from former banquets. 

This banquet, which I am describing at Christ- 
mas, took place at the end of May. At that time 
the vegetables called peas were exceedingly scarce, 
and cost six-and-twenty shillings a quart. 

" There are two hundred quarts of peas," said the 
old fellow, winking with blood-shot eyes, and a laugh 
that was perfectly frightful. They were consumed 
with the fragrant ducks, by those who were inclined j 
or with the Venison, which now came in. 

That was a groat sight On a centre table in the 
hall, on which already stood a cold Baron of Beef — 
a grotesque piece of meat — a dish as big as a dish in 
a pantomime, with a little Standard of England stuck 
into the top of it, as if it was round this we were to 
rally — on this centre table, six men placed as many 
huge dishes under cover ; and at a given signal the 
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master cook and five assistants in white caps and 
jackets marcbed rapidlj up to the dish covers, which 
heing withdrawn, discovered to our sight six hannches, 
on wliioh the sis carvers, taking out sis sharp knives 
from their girdles, hegan operating. 

It was, I say, like something out of a Gothic ro- 
mance, or a grotesque fairy pantomime. Feudal har- 
ons must have dined so five hundred years ago. One 
of those knives may have been the identical blade 
which Walworth plunged in JiCK Cade's ribs, and 
which was afterwards caught up into the City Arms, 
where it blazes. (Not that any man can seriously 
believe that Jack Cade was hurt by the dig of the 
jolly old Mayor in thered gown and chain, any more 
than that Pantaloon is singed by the great poker, 
whicli is always forthcoming at the present season.) 
Here we were practising the noble custom of the 
good old times, imitating our glorious forefathers, 
rallying round our old institutions, like true Britons. 
These very flagons and platters were in the room be- 
fore us, ten times as big as any we use or want now- 
a-days. They served us a grace-cup as large as a 
plate-basket, and at the end they passed us a rose- 
water dish, into which PpPYS might have dipped his 
napkin. Pepys? — what do I say? Eichaild III., 
Cceur-de-Lion, G-tjy of Warwick, Gog and Magog. 
I don't know how antique the articles are. 

Conversation, rapid and befitting the place and 
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occasion, weat on all round. " Waiter, wliere's the 
turtle-fins? "■ — Gol)l)Ie, gobble. " Hice Puucli or My 
deary, Sir ? " " Smelts or salmon, Jowlee, My 
boy ? " " Always take cold beef after turtle." — 
Hobble, gobble. " Tbese year peas liave no taste." 
Hobble, gobbleobble. " Jones, a glass of 'Ock with 
you? Smith, jine na? Waiter, three 'Oeks, S.I 
mind your maimers. There's Mrs. S. a-looking at 
you from the gallery." — Hobble-obbl-gobble-gob -gob- 
gob. A steam of meats, a flare of candles, a rushing 
to and fro of waiters, a ceaseloss clinking of glass and 
steel, a dizzy mist of gluttony, out of which I see my 
old friend of the turtle soup making terrific play 
among the peas, his knife darting down his throat 

It is all over. We can eat no more. We are 
full of Bacchus and fat venison. We lay down our 
weapons and rest. " Why, in tho name of goodness," 
says I, turning round to Pillkingtoh, who had be- 
haved at dinner like a doctor ; " Why — " 

But a great rap, tap, tap proclaimed grace, after 
which the professional gentlemen sang out " Non 
Nobis," and then the dessert and the speeches began ; 
about which we shall speak in the third course of oar 
entertainment. 
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On the hammer having ceased its tapping, Me, 
Chisel, the immortal toast-maker, who presided over 
the President, roared out to my three professional 
frienda, "Ifon nobis;" and what is called "the 
business of the evening,'' commenced. 

Eirst, the Warden of the Worshipful Society of 
the Bellows-Menders proposed " Hbe, Majesty " in a 
reverential Toice, We all stood up respectfully. 
Chisel yelling out to us to " Charge our glasses." 
The royal healtli having been imbibed, the profes- 
sional gentleman ejaculated a part of the National 
Anthem ; and I do not mean any disrespect to them 
personally, in mentioning that this eminently religious 
hymn was performed by Messrs. Shadrach and Me- 
SHECH, two well-known melodists of the Hebrew per- 
suasion. We clinked our glasses at the conclusion of 
the poem, making more dents upon the time-worn old 
board, where many a man present bad clinked for 
George III., clapped for George IV., rapped for 
William IV., and was rejoiced to bump the bottom 
of hia glass as a token of reverence for our present 
sovereign. 

Here, as in the case of the Hebrew melopbonista, 
I would insinuate no wrong thought. Gentlemen, no 
doubt, have the loyal emotions which exhibit them- 
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selves by clapj d^ glasses on tte tables We do it 
at 1 ne Let u ai.e no laaht that tl o ! cUows 
menle ta lors a tho "s publ claracters j dj,es 
alderme sber ff*! anlwlat not shout o t a beilth 
for tl Sove e ^n every n j,ht at tl e r lanquets and 
that then families fill round and drmk the same toast 
from the bottles of half-guinea Burgundy. 

" His Eoyal Highness Prince Albert, and Al- 
bert PiiiNcE OP Wales, and the rest of the Royal 
Family" followed, Chisel yelling out tho august 
titles, and all of us banging away with our glasses, as 
if we were seriously interested in drinking healths to 
this royal race ; as if drinking healths could do any- 
body any good ; as if the imprecations of a company 
of bellow S'menders, aldermen, magistrates, tailors, 
authors, tradesmen, ambassadors, who did not care a 
twopenny-piece for all the royal families in Europe, 
could somehow affect Heaven kindly towards their 
Koyal Highnesses by their tipsy vows, under the pres- 
idence of Me, Cihsei.. 

The Queen Dowageil's health was nest prayed 
for by us Bacchanalians, I need not say with what 
fervency and efficacy. This prayer was no sooner put 
up by the Chairman, with Chisel as his Boanerges 
of a Clerk, than tlie elderly Hebrew gentlemen be- 
fore mentioned, began striking up a wild patriotic 
ditty about the '' Queen of the Isles, on whose sea- 
girt shores the bright sun smiles, and the ocean roars : 
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whose ciiffs never knew, since tte bright sun rose, but 
a people true, who scorned all foes. 0, a people true, 
who scorn all wiles, inhabit you, bright Queen of the 
Isles. Bright Quee — Bright Quee — ee — ee — ee — ee 
— en awf the Isles 1 " or words to that effect, which 
Shadrach took up and warbled across his glass to 
Meshecii, which Meshech trolled away to his brother 
singer, until the ditty was ended, nobody understand- 
ing a word of what it meant ; not Oldeoy — not the 
old or young Israelite minstrel his companion — not 
we, who were clinking our glasses — not Chisel, who 
was urging us and the Chairman on— not the Chair- 
man and tlic guests in embroidery — not the kind, 
exalted, and amiable lady whose health we were 
making believe to drink, certainly, and in order to 
render whose name welcome to the Powers to whom 
we recommended her safety, we offered up, through 
the mouths of three singers, hired for the purpose, a 
perfectly insane and irrelevant song. 

" Why," says I to Pillkin&ton, " the Chairman 
and the grand guests might just as well get up and 
dauoe round the table, or cut off Chisel's head and 
pop it into a turtle-soup tureen, or go through any 
other mad ceremony as the last. Which of us here 
cares for Her Majesty the Queen Dowager, any 
more than for a virtuous and eminent lady, whoso 
goodness and private worth appear in all her acts ? 
What the deuce has that absurd song ahont the Queen 
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of the Isles to do with Her Majesty, and how does it 
set Tis all stamping with our glasses on the maliogany ?" 
Chisel bellowed out another toast— " I he Amj;" 
and we were silent in admiration, while Sm Georsb 
Bluff, the greatest General present, roso to return 
thants. 

Our end of tlie table was far remoTed from the 
thick of the affair, and we only heard, as it were, the 
indistinct cannonading of the General, whose force had 
just advanced into action. We saw an old gentleman 
with white whiskers, and a flaring scarlet coat covered 
with stars and gilding, rise up with a frightened and 
desperate look, and declare that "this was the proud- 
est — a-hem — moment of his— ahem — unworthy as he 
was — a-hem — as a member of the British — a-hem — 
who had fought under the illustrious Duke of — a-hem 
— hisjoy was to come among the Bel lows- Menders — 
a-hem — and inform the great merchants of the greatest 
City of tho — hum — that a British — a-hem — was al- 
ways ready to dohis — hum. Napoleon — Salamanca — 
a-hem — had witnessed their — hum, haw — and should 
any other — hum — ho — casion which he deeply depre- 
cated — haw — there were men now around him— a-haw 
— who, inspired by the Bellows-Menders' Company and 
the City of London^a-hum — would do their duty as 
— ahum — 3-haw — a-hah.'' Immense cheers, yella, 
hurrays, roars, glass-smackings, and applause followed 
this harangue, at the end of which the three Israelites, 
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encouraged by Chisel, began a military cantata^— 
" the sword and abield— On the battle-field — ^Are 
the jojs that best we love boys — Where the Grena^ 
diera, with their pikes and spears through the ranks 
of the foamen shove boys— Where the bold hurray 
strikes dread dismay in the ranlja of the dead and 
dyin ' — and the baynet clanks in the FroJichnien's 
ranks, as they fly from the British Lion." (I repeat, 
as before, that I quote from memory,) 

Then the Secretary of the Tape and Sealing Wax 
Office rose to return thanks for the blessings which 
we begged upoa the Ministry, He was, he said, but 
a humble — the humblest member of that body. The 
Buffrages which that body had received from the na- 
tion were gratifying, but the most gratifying testi- 
monial of all, was the approval of the Bellows- Mend- 
ers' Company {Immense applavse) Ye« among 
the most enli(,htened of the mighty coTj.orat ons of 
the City, the most enlightened was the Bellows 
Menders. Ye« he might siy in consonance with 
their mottfl and in defiance of illiberality Affiaiet 
Veritas et dissipati iunt (Enotmmis applause) 
Tea, the thants and pride that were boiling with emo- 
tion in his bosom, trembled to find utterance at his 
lip. Tes, the proudest moment of bis life, the crown 
of his ambition, the meed of his early hopes and strug- 
gles and aspirations, was at that moment won m the 
approbation of the Bellows-Menders. Yes, his 
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ohildren should know that he too had attended at 
those great, those nohle, those joyous, those ancient 
festivals, and that he too, the humble individual who 
from his heart pledged the assembled company in a 
buraper^that he too was a Bellows- Mender. 

Shadrach, Mbshech and Oldeoy, at this began 
singing, I don't know for what reason, a rustic madri- 
gal, describing " the joys of bonny May — bonny 
May — a^a-aj, when the birds sing on the spray," 
&c,, which never, as I could see, had the least rela- 
tion to that or any other ministry, but which were, 
nevertheless, applauded by al! present. And then 
the Judges returned thanks ; and the Clergy re- 
turned thanks ; and the Foreign Ministers had an 
innings (ail interspersed by my friends' indefatiga- 
ble melodies) ; and the diatinguisbed foreigners 
present e pec' ally Ms Wa HI^GTON J\0Ksorj, were 
greeted and that d st ngui hed American rose amidst 
thunder of applause 

He espld ned how Broadway and Comhill were 
in fact the arae He bowed how Washington was 
in fact a E gl sh nin and how Fhanklin would 
never 1 else an An in 1 ut for his education 
as a p nt r n L n nln Inn F elds. He declared 
that Milton was his cousin, Locke his ancestor, 
Newton his dearest friend, Shakspeaue his grand- 
father, or more or less — he vowed that be had wept 
tears of briny anguish on tho pedestal of Charing 
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Cross — kissed with tonest fervour the clay of Eunny- 
mede — that Ben Jonson and Samuel — that Pope 
and Dryden, and Dr. Watts and Swift were the 
darlings of his hearth and home, as of ours, and in a. 
speech of about five -and -thirty minutes ezplaincd to 
us a series of complimentary sensations very hard to 
repeat or to remember. 

But I observed that, during hia oration, the gen- 
tlemen who report for the daily papers, were occupied 
with their wine instead of their note-boois — that the 
three singers of Israel yawned, and showed many 
signs of discjuiet and inebriety, and that my old 
friend, who had swallowed the three plates of turtle, 
was sound asleep. 

PiLLKiNGTON and I quitted the banqueting-hall, 
and went into the tea-room, were genta were aasem- 
hled still, drinking slops and eating buttered muffins, 
until the grease trickled down their faces. Then I 
resumed the query which I waa juat about to put, 
when grace was called and the last chapter ended. 
" And, gracious goodness !" I said, " what can be the 
meaning of a ceremony so costly, so uncomfortable, 
so savoury, so unwholesome as this 1 Who is called 
upon to pay two or three guineas for my dinner now, 
in this blessed year 1847? Who is it that mwwant 
muffins after such a banquet? Are there no poor ? 
Is there no reason? Is tMs monstrous belly-worship 
to osist for ever V 
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"Spec," the Doctor said, "you had best come 
away. I make no doubt that you for one have had 
too much." And we went to his Brougham. May 
nobody have such a headache on this happy New 
Year as befell the present writer on the morning after 
the Dinner in the City ! Spec. 



A CLUE IS AN UPKOAH. (Fcbrunrj IMS.) 

The appearance of a London Club at a time of 
great excitement is well worthy the remark of a 
traveller in this city. The Megatherium has been ia 
a monstrous state of frenzy during the past days. 
"What a qncer book it would be which should chronicle 
all the stories which have been told, or all the opin- 
ions which have been uttered there. 

As a Revolution brings out into light of day, and 
into the streets of the convulsed capital, swarms of 
people who are invisible but in such times of agitation, 
and retreat into their obscurity as soon as the earth- 
quake is over, so you may remark in Clubs, that the 
stirring of any great news brings forth the most won- 
derful and hitherto unheard of members, of whose 
faces not the habitieis, not even the hall-portcrs, have 
any knowledge. The excitement over, they vanish, 
and are seen no more until the nest turmoil calls 
them forth. 
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During tte past week, our beloved Megatherium 
tas iDeen as crovfded as they say Her Majesty's 
Palace of Pimlico at preseot is, where distressed 
foreigners, fugitives, and other Cobtjkgs are crowded 
two or three in a room ; and where it has been re- 
ported during the whole of the past week that Lodis- 
Philippe himself, in disguise, was quartered in the 
famous garden pavilion, and plates of dinner sent out 
to him from Heu Majesty's table. I had the story 
from. ISowYEK of the Megatherium, who had seen and 
recognised the ex-king as he was looking into the 
palace garden from a house in Grosvenor Place oppo- 
site. We had other wonderful stories too, whereof it 
is our present purpose to say a word or two. 

The Club, in fact, has boon in a state of perfect 
uproar, to the disgust of the coffee-room habituis, of 
the quiet library arm-chair occupiers, and of the newa- 
paper-room students, who could not get their accus- 
tomed broad-sheets. Old Doctor, Pokey (who is in 
the habit of secreting newspapers about his person, 
and going off to peruse them in the recondite corners 
of the building) has been wandering about, in vain 
endeavouring to seize hold of a few. They say that 
a Morning Chronicle was actually pulled from under 
his arm during the last week's escitement. The 
rush for second editions and evening papers is terrific. 
Members pounce on the news-boys and rob them. 
Decorum is overcome. 
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All the dceenciw of society are forgotten during 
this escitement. Men speak to each other without 
being introduced. I saw a man in ill-made trowsers 
and with strong red whiskers and a strong DOrthem 
accent, go up to ColoBel the Honourable Otto Dill- 
WATEu of the Guards, and moke some dreadful re- 
mark about Louis Feelip, which caused the Colonel 
to turn pale with anger. I saw a Bishop, an Under 
Secretary of State, and Gcbkbrai, de Boots, listening 
with the utmost gravity and eagerness to little Bob 
Noddy, who pretended to have brought some news 
from the City, where they say he is a Clerk in a Fire 
Oflce. 

I saw all sorts of portents and wonders. On the 
great Saturday night (the 26th ult.) when the news 
was rifest, and messenger after messenger came rnsh.- 
ing in with wild rumours, men were seen up at mid- 
night who were always known to go to bed at ten. A 
man dined in the Club who is married, and who Laa 
never been allowed to eat there for eighteen years. 
On Sunday, old Me. Push himself, who moved that 
the house should be shut, bo papers taken in, and the 
waiters marched to church under the inspection of 
the steward, actually came down and was seen reading 
the ObserveTj so eager was tho curiosity which the 
great events excited. 

In the smoking-room of the establishment, where 
you ordinarily meet a very small and silent party, 
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there was hardly any seeing for the smoke, any 
sitting for the crowd, or any hearing in consequence 
of the prodigious bawling and disputing. Ihe men 
uttered tlie most furious contradictory statements 
there. Young Biffin was prayifig that the rascally 
mob might be cut down to a man ; while G-ullet was 
bellowing out that the safety of France required the 
re-establishment of the guillotine, and that four heada 
must be had, or that the Eevolution was not complete. 

Ie the card-room, on the great night in question, 
there was only one whist-table, and at that even they 
were obliged to have a dummy. Captain Trumping- 
TON could not bo brought to play that night ; and 
Pamm himself trumped his partner's lead, and the 
best heart ; such was the agitation which the great 
European events excited. When Dicky Cdff came 
in, from His Excellency Loed PiLGitmsTONE's 
evening party, a rush was made upon him for news, 
as if he had come from battle. Even the waiters ap- 
peared to be interested, and seemed to try to over- 
hear the conversation. 

Every man had his story, and his private infor- 
mation ; and several of these tales I took down, 

" Saturday, five o'clock. Jawkins has just come 
from the City. The French Rothschild has arrived. 
He escaped in a water-butt as far as Amiens, whence 
he went on in a coffin, A fotirgon containing two 
hundred and twenty-two thousand two hundred sove- 
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reigns, and nine-and-fourpence in silver, was upset in 
the Euo Saint Denis. Tlie coin was picked up, and 
the wliole sum, with the exception of the fourpenny 
piece, was paid over to the Commissioners at the 
Hotel de Ville, 

" Some say it was a quarter-frane. It was found 
stioking, afterwards, to the sabot of an Auvcrguat, 
and brought in safety to the Provisional Government. 

" Bla:)ki,ey conies in. He made his fortune last 
year hy the railroads, has realised, and is in a frantic 
state of terror. ' The miscreants I ' he says. ' The 
whole population is in arms. They are pouring down 
to the English coast ; the sans-cuhttes will be upon 
MS to-morrow, and we shall have them npon^ — upon 
my estate in Sussex, by Jove! CoBr>E^ wa^ m i 
league with the Revolutionary government when he 
said there would be no war — laying a trap to hill v.% 
into security, and so give free ingress to the infernal 
revolutionary villains. There are not a thiusand men 
in the country to resist them, and we shall all he 
butchered before a week is out — butchered and oui 
property confiscated, Coeden ought to be. impeiched 
and hanged. Lord Soun Rosseli. ought fo be im 
peached and hanged. Hopes Guizor will be guiJ 
lotincd for not having used cannon, and sliughfi,ri,d 
the ruffians before the Bevolution came to i head ' 
N, B. Blankley was a liberal before he made his 
money, and had a picture of Tom Paine in his study. 
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" TowzER arrives. A messenger Las just come 
to tte Foreign Office wounded in three places, and in 
the disguise of a fishwoman. Paris is in flames in 
twenty-four quarters — the moh and pikemen raging 
through it. Lamartine has heen beheaded. The 
forts have declared for the King and are bombftrding 
the town. All the English have been massacred, 

" Captain Shindy sajs, ' Nonsense ! no such thing.' 
A messenger has come to the French Embassy. The 
King and familj are at Versailles. The two Cham- 
bers have followed them thither, and Marshal Bu- 
GEATJD has rallied a hundred and twenty thousand 
men. The Parisians have three days' warning : and 
if at the end of that time they do not yield, seven hun- 
dred guns will open on the dogs, and the whole 
canaille will be hurled to perdition. 

" PiPKiNSoN arrives. The English in Paris are 
congregated in the Protestant Churches ; a guard is 
placed over them. It is witk tbe greatest difficulty 
that the rabble are prevented from massacreing them. 
Lady Lunchington only escaped by writing ' Veuve 
d' 0' Connell ' on her door. It is perfectly certain 
that GinzoT is killed. Lamartine and the rest of 
the Provisional Government have but a few days to 
live : the Communists will destroy them infallibly ; 
and universal blood, terror, and anarchy will prevail 
over France, over Europe, over the world. 

" Bouncer— on the best authority, Thirty thou- 
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sand Freaoh entered Brussels under Lamorjcieiie, 
No barm has been bno to Leopold. Tbe united 
French and Belgian army marck on the Rliine on 
Monday Rhenisb Prussia is declared to form a part 
of tbe Ei.niUii' Vdiyisionimder General Bedbad 
■will enter Savoy, and penetrate into Lombardy. T!ie 
Pope abdicates his temporal authority. The Eus- 
sians will cross tbe Prusian frontier with four hundred 
thousand men, 

" BowYER has just come from Mivart's, and saya 
that rooms are taken there for the Pope, who haa 
fied from liis dominions, for the Countess of Lands- 
rELD, for the King op Bavaria, who is sure to follow 
immediately, and for all tbe French Princes, and their 
suite and families." 

It was in this way that Kumour was chattering 
l^t week, while the great events were pending. But 
oh, my friends ! wild and strange as these stories 
were, were they so wonderful as the truth? — as an 
army of a hundred thousand men subdued by a rising 
of bare-handed mechanics ; as a great monarch, a 
minister notorioua for wisdom, and a great monarchy 
blown into anniliilation by a'hlast of national breath ; 
as a magnificent dynasty slinking out of existence in 
a cab ; as a gallant prince, with an army at bis back, 
never so much as drawing a sword, but at a eummona 
from a citizen of the National Guard, turning tail 
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and sneaking away ; as a poet braving the pikes 
which had seated a.way a family of kings and princes, 
and standing forward wise; brave, sensible and merci- 
ful, nndismajed on tbe tottering pinnacle of popular 
power? Was there ever a day since the beginning 
of history, where small men were so great, and great 
ones so little? What satirist could ever have dared 
to invent auoh a story as that of the brave and 
famous race of Orleans flying, with nobody at their 
hacks ; of wives and husbands separating, and the 
deuce take the hindmost ; of Ulysses shaving his 
whiskers off, and flinging away even his wig ? It is 
the shamefullest chapter in history — a consummation 
too base for ridicule. 

One can't laugh at anything so miserably mean. 
All the Courts in Europe ought to go into mourning, 
or wear sackcloth. The catastrophe is too degrading. 
It sullies the cause of all kings, as the misconduct of 
a regiment does an army. It tarnishes all crowns. 
And if it points no other moral, and indicates no 
future consequences, why, Progress is a mere humbug; 
Railroads lead to nothing, and Signs point nowhere ; 
and there is no To-morrow for the world. 
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WAITING AT THE STATION. 

We aro aniocgst a number of people waiting for 
the Blaekwall train at the Fcnehuroh Street Station, 
Some of 113 are going a, little farther than Biackwall 
—as f C cl f us are going even 

fa th th n G 1— t P t Philip, in South 

Au t b 1 b h d th ^ trim fines and the 

jl t fi Id f 11 E gl d It is rather a c[ueer 

tntb nth mbt and station with a 
p ty th t g n up n p digious a journey. 
On pe 1 t b ut th m w tl more than an ordi- 
nyt tthk tthdff euee between your 
fate and theirs, and that we shall never behold these 
^es again. 

Some eight-and -thirty women are sitting in the 
large Hall of the station, with bundles, baskets and 
light baggage, waiting for the steamer, and the orders 
to embark. A few friends are taking leave of them, 
bonnets are laid together, and whispering going on. 
A little crying is taking place ; — only a very little 
crying, — and among those who remain, as it seems to 
me, not those who are going away. They leave be- 
hind them little to weep for ; they are going from 
bitter cold and hunger, constant want and unavailing 
labour. Why should they be sorry to quit a mother 
who has been so hard to them as our country has 
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been 1 How many of these women will ever see the 
shore again, upon the brink of which they stand, and 
from which tliey will depart in a few minutes more ? 
It makes one sad and ashamed too, that thoy should 
not he more sorry. But how are you to espect love 
where you have given such scanty kindness ? If you 
saw your children glad at the thoughts of leaving 
you, and for ever : would you hlame yourselves, or 
them 1 It is not that the children are ungrateful, 
hut the home was unhappy, and the parents indiffer- 
ent or unkind. You are in the wrong under whose 
government they only had neglect and wretehedness ; 
not they, who can't he called upon to love such an un- 
lovely thing as misery, or to make any other return 
for neglect but indifference and aversion. 

You and I, let us suppose again, are civilised per- 
sons. We have been decently educated : and live 
decently every day, and wear tolerable clothes, and 
practise cleanliness : and love the arts and graces of 
life. As we walk down this rank of eight -an d-thirty 
female emigrants, let us fancy that we are at Mel- 
bourne, and not in London, and that we have come 
down from our sheep-walks, or clearings, having heard 
of the arrival of forty honest, well-recommended 
young women, and having a natural longing to take a 
wife home to the hush — whicb of these would you 
like ? If you were an Australian Sultan, to which 
of these would you throw the handkerchief? I am 
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afraid not one of them. I fear, in our present mood 
of mind, we sliould mount horso and return to the 
country, preferring a eolitude, and to be a bachelor, 
than to put up with one of these for a companion. 
There is no girl here to tempt you by her looks ; 
(and, world-wise acre as you are, it is by these you 
are principally moved) — there is no pretty, modest, 
red-cheeked rustic, — no neat, trim, little grisette, 
such as wh t TV 11 g ntleman might cast his eyes 
upon nitho t t n u h derogating, and might find 
favoui' in tl j fa man about town. No ; it is 
a homely b j f m n with scarcely any beauty 
amongst th m — tl 1 thes are decent, but not the 
least piotu qu — tl t ees are pale and care-worn 
for the m t pa t — h w udeed, shoiild it be other- 
wise, seeing th t t! he known care and want all 
their days ( — th th j t upon bare benches, with 
dingy bundl d gi t otton umbrellas — and the 

truth is, J u a n t 1 ardy colonist, a feeder of 
sheep, a fell ft ah mter of kangaroos — but a 
London m n 1 j I 1 the Sultan's cambric hand- 
kerchief is scented with Bond Street perfumery — 
jou put it in your pocket, and couldn't glYO it to any 
one of these women. 

They are not like you, indeed. They have not 
your tastes and feelings ; your education and refine- 
ments. They would not understand a hundred things 
which seem perfectly simple to yuu. They would 
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shock you a hundred times a day hy as many defi- 
cienciea of politeness, or hy outrages upon the 
Queen's Engliah—hy practices entirely harmless, and 
yet in your eyes actually worse thau crimes — they 
have large hard hands and clumsy feet. The woman 
you love must have pretty soft fingers that you may 
hold iu yours : must speak her language properly, and 
at least whea you offer her your heart, must return 
hers with its h in the right place, as she whispers 
that it is yours, or you will have none of it. If she 
says, " Hedward, I ham so unappy to think I shall 
never heold you agin," — though her emotion on 
tearing you might be perfectly tender and genuine, 
you would he ohliged to laugh. If she said, " Hed- 
w d J t 3 t 1 dl ( d y 

1 ly h d h ) h m ht w 11 t h y — \ 

n t jt th t f thf 1 ff t ff 1 

h t m — J t wn h 1 I J 1 

y ur 1 dk 1 f 11 f B d St t m k d 

11 fl A b t ttl t i th B h 

t f 1 ^ f h J t t t d 

t d th k d f 1 ght 1 1 t t M Uy h 

cause her hands are coarse and her ancles thick : hut 
he will take her back to his farm, where she will 
nurse his children, bake his dough, milk his cows, and 
cook his kangaroo for him. 

But between you, an educated Londoner, and t]iat 
woman, is not the union absurd and impossible ? 
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Would it not bo unbearable for either? Solitude 
would be incomparably pleasanter than such a com- 
panion, — You migbt take her with a handsome for- 
tune, perhaps, were you starving ; hut then it is be- 
cause you want a house and carriage, let us say, (your 
necessaries of life,) and muat have them even if you 
purchase them with your precious person. You 
do as much, or yoiu" sister does as much, every day. 
That however is not the point : I am not talking 
about the meanness to whicb your worship may be 
possibly obliged to stoop, in order, aa you say, " to 
keep up your rank in society " — only stating that this 
immense social difference does exist. You don't like 
to own it : or don't choose to talk about it, and such 
things had much better not be spoken about at all. I 
hear your worship say, there must be differences iu rank 
and so forth ! Well ! out with it at ouce, you don't 
think Molly is your ec[ual— nor indeed is she in the 
possession of many artificialaoquirenients. She can't 
make Latin verses, for example, aa you used to do at 
school, she can't speak French, and Italian as your 
wife very likely can, &c. — and in so far she is your 
inferior, and your amiable lady's. 

But what I note, what I marvel at, what I ac- 
knowledge, what I am ashamed of, what is contrary 
to Christian morals, manly modesty and honesty, and 
to the national well-being, is that there should be 
that immense social distinction between the well- 
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dressed classes (as, if you will permit me, we will call 
ourselves) and our brethren and sisters in the fustian 
jackets and pattcos. If jou deny it for jour part, 
I Bay that you are mistaken, and deceive yourself 
woefully. I say that you have been educated to it 
through Gothic ages, and have had it handed down 
to you from your fathers (not that they were anybody 
in particular, but respectable, well-drcsaed progeni- 
tors, let us Bay for a generation or two) — from your 
well-dressed fathers before you. How long ago is it, 
that our preachers were teaching the poor " to know 
their station 1 " that it was the peculi ir boast of Eng- 
lishmen, that any man, the humblest among v.% could, 
by talent, industry, and good luck, hope to take his 
place in the arlBtocracy of his country and that we 
pointed with pride to Lord This who wi.s the grand 
son of a barber ; and to Earl That, whose father wis 
an apothecary ? what a multitude of most respectable 
folks pride themselves oa these thmgs still! The 
gulf is not impassable, because one man in a million 
swims over it, and we hail hira for his strength and 
success. He has landed on the happy island. He 
is one of the aristocracy. Lot us clap hands and ap- 
plaud. There's no country like ours for rational 



If you go up and Bpeak to one of these women, as 
you do (and very good-naturedly, and you can't help 
that confounded condescension}, she curtsies and 
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holds down her head meekly, and replies with mo- 
desty, as becomes her station, to your honour with 
the clean shirt and the well-made coat. And so she 
should ; what hundreds of thousands of us rich and 
poor say still. Botli helieve this to be hounden 
duty ; and that a poor person should naturally boh 
her head to a rich one physically and morally. 

Let us get her last curtsy from her as she stands 
here upon the English shore. When she gets into 
the Australian woods her back won't bend except to 
her labour ; or, if it do, from old habit and the remi- 
niscence of the old country, do you suppose her chil- 
dren will be like that timid creature before you? 
They will know nothing of that Gothic society, with 
its rauka and hierarchies, its cumbrous ceremonies, 
its glittering antique paraphernalia, in which we 
have been educated ; in which rich and poor still ac- 
quiesce, and which multitudes of both still admire ; 
far removed from these old world traditions, they 
will be bred up iu the midst of plenty, freedom, 
manly brotherhood. Do you think if your worship's 
grandson goes into the Australian woods, or meets 
the grandehiW of one of yonder women by the banks 
of the Warrawarra, the Australian will take a hat 
off or bob a curtsy to the new comer ? He will hold 
out his hand, and say, '■ Stranger, come into my house 
and take a shakedown and have a share of our sup- 
per. You come out of the old country, do you? 
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There was some people were kind to my grandmother 
there, and sent her out to Melbourne. Times are 
changed sirice then— come in and welcome ! " 

What a confession it is that we have almost all 
of ua been ohliged to make ! A clever and earnest- 
minded writer gets a commission from the Morning 
Chronicle newspaper, and reports upon the state of 
our poor in London ; he goes amongst labouring 
people and poor of all kinds — and brings back wiat % 
A picture of human life so wonderful, so awful, so 
piteous and pathetic, so exciting and terrible, that 
readers of romances own they never read anything 
like to it ; and that the griefs, struggles, strange ad- 
ventures here depicted, esceed anything that any of 
us could imagine. Yes ; and these wonders and ter- 
rors have been lying by your door and mine ever 
since we had a door of our own. We had but to 
go a hundred yards off and see for ourselves, but we 
never did. Don't we pay poor-rates, and are thoy 
not heavy enough in the name of patience? Very 
true ; and we have our own private pensioners, and 
^ve away some of our superfluity, very likely. You 
are not unkind ; not ungenerous. But of such won- 
drous and complicated misery as this you confess you 
had no idea 1 No. How should you ? — you and I 
— we are of the upper classes ; we have had hitherto 
no community with the poor. We never speak a. 
word to the servant who waits on us for twenty 
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years ; we condescend to employ a tradesman, keep- 
ing him at a proper distanco, mind— of course, at a 
proper distance — wo laugL at hjs young men, if they 
dance, jig, and amuse themselves like their betters, 
and call them counter-jumpers, snobs, and what not ; 
of his workmen we know nothing, how pitilessly they 
are ground down, how they live and die, here oloae 
by lis at the hacks of our houses ; until some poet 
like Hood wakes and sings that dreadful " Song of 
the Sliirt ; " some prophet like CiELYLE rises up and 
denounces woe ; some clear-sighted, energetic man 
like the writer of the Chronicle travels into the poor 
man's country for us, and cornea hack with his tale 
of terror and woader. 

Awful, awful poor man's count j Th h 11 
rings and these eiglit- and- thirty worn b d Jut 
it, rescued from it {as a few thousand w 11 b ) 

by some kind people who are interest d th b 
half In two houis more, the steame 1 ai ng d 
the ship Cul/oden, which will bear i! n t th 
new home. Here are the berths aft f th nnma 
ried women, the married couples are in th n d h pa 
the bachelors in the fore-part of the ship. Above 
and below decks it swarms and echoes with the bustle 
of departure. The Emigration Commissioner comes 
and calls over their names ; there are old and young, 
largo families, numbers of children already accus- 
tomed to the ship, and looking about with amused 
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nnconsciousness. One waa born but just now on 
board ; he will not know liow to speak English till he 
is fifteen thousand miles away from homo Some of 
these tind people whose bounty and benevolence 
organised the Female Emigration Scheme, arc here 
to give a last word and shake of the haurt to their 
protegees. They hang sadly and gratefully round 
their patrons. One of them, a clergyman, who haa 
devoted himself to this good work, says a few words 
to them at parting. It is a solemn minute indeed — 
for those who (with the few thousand who will follow 
them) are leaving the country and escaping fi-om the 
question between rich and poor ; and what for those 
who remain ? But, at least, those who go will re- 
member that in their misery here they found gentle 
hearts to ]o¥e and pity them, and generous hands to 
give them succour, and will plant in the new country 
this grateful tradition of the old. — Miiy Heaven's 
good mercy speed them ! 



Having made a solemn engagement during the last 
Midsummer holidays with my yotmg friend Augustus 
Jones, that we should go to a Christmas Pantomime 
together, and being accommodated by t. 
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proprietors of Covcnt G-ardea Theatre with a private 
box for last Tuesday, I invited not only him but 
Bome otiier young friends to he present at the enter- 
taijiment. The two Miss Twior^s, the eharming 
daughters of the Rev. Mb.. Twigq, our neighbour; 
Miss Minnt Twiae, their youngest sister, eight years 
of age ; and their maternal aunt, Mrs. Captain Fla- 
THER, as the Chaperon of the young ladies, were the 
four other parta!kera of this amusement with myself 
and Mr. Jones, 

It was agreed that the ladies, who live iu Monl^ 
pellier Square, Brompton, should take up myself 
and Master Atjqustus at the Sarcophagus Club, 
which is on the way to the theatre, and where we two 
gentlemen dined on the day appointed. Cox's most 
roomy fly, the mouldy green cue, in which he insists 
on putting the roaring-grey horse, was engaged for 
the happy evening. Only an intoxicated driver (as 
Cox's man always is) could ever, I am sure, get that 
animal into a trot. But the utmost fury of the whip 
will not drive him into a dangerous pace ; and be- 
sides, the ladies were protected by Thomas, Mkb. 
Flather's page, a young man with a gold band to 
his hat, and a large gilt knob on the top, who en- 
sured the safety of the cargo, and really gave the 
vehicle the dignity of one's own carriage. 

The dinner hour at the Sarcophagus being ap- 
pointed for five o'clock, and a table secured in the 
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strangers' room, Mastee, Jones was good enough to 
arrive {under t!\e guardianship of the Colonel's foot- 
man) about half-an-hour before the appointed time, 
and the interval was by him partly passed in conver- 
sation, but chiefly in looking at a large silver watch 
wiiioh he possesses, and in hoping that we shouldn't 
be late. 

I made every attempt to pacify and amuse my 
young gULst, who''e ansiety wis not about the dinner 
but about the pi ly I tried hini with i few questions 
alout GtlCL and Mathematics — a sort oi talk, how- 
ever which I was obliged spec lily to abandon, for I 
found he knew a gn,at deal moie Ufon these subjects 
than I did — (it is disgusting how pieternaturally 
learned the boys of oui day aie, by the way.) I en- 
giged him to rebte anecdotes about his schoolfellows 
and u^heri which he did, but still in a hurried, agi- 
tated, ner\ ou'f manntr — evidently thinking about that 
sole ab=orbing subject the pintomime 

A neat littli, dinner serve 1 in Batifol's best 
manner {oui chfj at the Sarcophagus knows when he 
has to deil with a connoisseur, ind would as soon 
serve me up his own ears is a ) hauff& dish), made 
scarcely any impression on young Jones. After a 
couple of spoonfuls, he pushed away the Palestine 
soup, and took out his large silver watch — he applied 
two or three times to the chronometer during the fish 
period — :ind it was not until I had him employed 
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upon an omelette, full of apricot jam, that tlie young 
gentleman was decently tranquil. 

Witli the last mouthful of the omelette he began 
to fidget again ; and it still wanted a quarter of an 
Lour of six. Nuts, almonds and raisins, figs (the al- 
most neTer-failing soother of youth), I hoped might 
keep him quiet, and laid before him all those delica- 
cies. Eut he heat the devil's tattoo with the nut- 
craelcers, had out the wateh time after time, declared 
that it stopped, and made such a ceaseless kicking on 
the legs of his chair, that there were moments when 
I wished he was back in the parlour of Mrs. Jonks, 
his Mamma, 

I know oldsters who have a savage pleasure in 
making boys drunk — a horrid thought of this kind 
may perhaps have crossed my mind. " If I could 
get him to drink half-a-dozen glasses of that heavy 
Port, it might soothe him and make him sleep," I 
may havo thought. But he would only take a couple 
of glasses of wine. He said he didn't like more; 
that his father did not wish him to take more : and 
abashed by his frank and honest demeanour, I would 
not press him, of course, a single moment further, and 
so was forced to take the bottle to myself, to soothe 
me instead of my young guest. 

He was almost frantic at a quarter to seven, by 
which time the ladies had agreed to call for us, and 
for about five minutes was perfectly dangerous, ''Wo 



Ho;-dt,GoOgk' 



24G TRAVELS IN LOKDON, 

shall be late, I know we shall ; I said we should I I 
am Hure it's seven, past, and that the box will be 
taken ! " and countless other exclamations of fear and 
impatience passed through Lis mind. At length we 
heard a carriage stop, and a olub-servant entering and 
directing himself towards our table. Young Jokes 
did not want to hear him speak, but eriod out, — 
" Hooray, here they are!" flung his napkin over hie 
head, dashed ofE his ehair, sprang at his hat like a 
kitten at a ball, and bounced out of the door, crying 
out, " Come along, Ma. Spuck ! " whilst tlie individual 
addressed much more deliberately followed. " Happy 
Augustus ] " I mentally csclairacd. " thou brisk 
and bounding votary of pleasure ! When the virile 
togahastakentheplaceof the jacket and turned-down 
collar, that Columbine, who will float before you a 
goddess to-night, will only be a third-rate dancing 
female, with rouge, and large feet. You will see the 
ropes by which the genii come down, and the dirty, 
crumpled knees of the fairies — and you won't bo in 
such a hurry to leave a good bottle of Port as now at 
the pleasant age of thirteen," — [By the way, boys 
are made so abominably comfortable and odiously 
happy, now-a-days, that when I look back to 1802, 
and ray own youth, I get in a rage with the whole 
race of boys, and feel inclined to flog them all round,] 
Paying the bill, I say, and making these leisurely 
observations, I passed under the hall of the Sarcoph- 
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agus, where Thomas, tlie page, toacbed the gold- 
knobbed bat respectfully to me, in a manner wbich 
I think must have ratbor surprised old Genehai. 
Growler, who was unrolling himself of his muffetees 
and wrappers, and issued into the street, where Cox's 
fly was in waiting ; the windows up, and whitened 
with a slight frost i the silhouettes of the dear beings 
within dimly visible against the chemist's light oppo- 
site the Club ; and Master Aucjustus already kick- 
ing bis heels on the box, by the aide of the inebriated 

I caused the youth to descend from that perch, 
and the door of the fly being opened, thrust him in. 
Mas, Captain Flatiiek. of course occupied the place 
of honour — an uncommonly capacious woman, — and 
one of the joung ladies made a retreat from the front 
seat, in order to leave it vacant for mjself ; but I in- 
sisted oa not incommoding Mrs. Captain F., and 
that the two darling children should sit beside her, 
while I occupied the place of back bodkin between 
the two Miss Twiggs, 

They were attired in white, covered up with 
shawls, with bouquets in their laps, and their hair 
dressed evidently for the occasion : Mrs. Platheb 
in lier red velvet, of course, with her large gilt state 

She saw that we were squeezed on our side of the 
carriage, and made an offer to receive me on hcis. 
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Squeezed? I should think we were; but 
EmilYj Louisa, you mischievous little hlaok-eyed 
creatures, who would dislike being squeezed hy you? 
I wished it was to York wo were goiug, and not to 
Oovent Garden. How swiftly the momenta passed. 
Wo were at the play-house in no time : and Augustus 
plunged instantly out of the fly over the shins of 
everybody. 

II. 

"We took poasessioa of the private box assigned 
to us : and Mas. Plathee, seated herself in the 
place of honour — each of the young ladies taking it 
by turns to occupy the other corner. Miss Minny and 
Master Jones occupied the middle places ; and it 
was pleasant to watch the young gentleman through- 
out the performance of the comedy — during which 
he was never quiet for two minutes — ^now shifting his 
chair, now swinging to aad fro upon it, now digging 
his elbows into the capacious sides of Mas. Captain 
Flathbe, now beating with his boots against the 
front of the boSjOr trampling upon the shirts of Mrs. 
Flather's satin garment. 

He occupied himself unceasingly, too, in working 
up and down Mrs, F.'s double -barelled French opera- 
glass — not a little to the detriment of that instru- 
ment and the wrath of the owner ; indeed, I have no 
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doubt, that had not Mrs. Flatheb reficeted that Mrs. 
Colonel Jones gave some of the most elegant par- 
ties in London, to which she was very anxious to be 
mvited, she would have bosed Master Augustus's 
ears in the presenee of the whole audience of Covent 
Garden. 

One of the young ladius was, of course, obliged 
to remain in the back row with Mu. Smc. Wc 
could not see much of the play over Mrs. F.'s tur- 
ban ; but I trust that wc were not unhappy in our re- 
tired position Miss Emily ! Miss Louisa ! 
there is one who would be happy to sit for a week 
close by either of you, though it were on one of those 
abominable little private box chairs. I know, for mj 
part, that every time the box-keeperesa popped in her 
head, and asked if we would take any refreshment, I 
thought the interruption odious. 

Oar young ladies, and their stout chaperon and 
aunt, had come provided with neat little bouquets of 
flowers, in which they evidently took a considerable 
pride, and which were laid, on their first entrance, on 
the ledge iu front of our box. 

But, presently, on the opposite side of the house 
Mrs. CuTBUSH, of Pocklington Gardens, appeared 
with her daughters, and bowed in a patronising man- 
ner to the ladies of our party, with whom the Cutbush 
family had a slight acquaintance. 

Before ton minutes, the bouquets of our party 
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were wliisltcd away from the ledge of the bos. Mrs. 
Flathek dropped hers to the ground, where Mastek 
Jones's feet speeiJily finished it; Miss Louisa Twioa 
let hers fall into ber lap and covered it with her 
pocket-handkerchief. Uneasy signals passed between 
her and her sister, I could not, at first, understand 
what event had occurred to make these ladies so un- 
(lappy. 

At last the secret came out. The Misses Ctjt- 
BUSK had bouquets like little haystacks before them. 
Our small nosegays, which had quite satisfied the girls 
until now, had become odious in their littlo jealous 
eyes ; and the Cutbushbs triumphed over them, 

I have joked the ladies subsequently on this ad- 
venture ; but not one of them will acknowledge the 
charge against them. It was mere accident that 
made them drop the flowers— pure accident. They 
jealous of the Cutbttshes— not they indeed ! and, of 
course, each person on this head is welcome to his 

How dilFerent, meanwhile, was the behaviour of 
my young friend Master Jones, who is not as yet 
sophisticated by the world. He not only nodded to 
his father's servant, who had taken a place in the pit, 
and was to escort his young master home, hut he dis- 
covered a schoolfellow in the pit likewise, " By Jove, 
there's Smith ! " he cried out, as if the sight of 
Smith was the most extraordinary event ia the world, 
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He pointed out Smith to all of us. He nevei' ceas- 
ed nodding, irinking, grinning, telegraph ing, until lie 
had succeeded in attracting the attention not only of 
Master Smith, but of the greater part of the house ; 
and whenever anything in the play struck him as wor- 
thy of applause, he iufstaatly made signals to Sm:t!I 
below, and shook his fist at him, as much as to say, 
" By Jove, old fellow, ain't it good? I say, Smith, 
isn't it priine, old boy ? " He actually made remarks 
on his fingers to Master Smith during the perform- 
ance. 

I confess lie was one of the best parts of the 
night's entertainment to me. How Jomes and Smith 
■will talk about that play when they meet after holi- 
days ! And not only then will they remember it, 
but all their lives long. Why do you remember that 
play you saw thirty years ago, and forget the one 
over which you yawned last week? Ah, my brave 
little boy, I thought, in my heart ; twenty yeais heneo 
you will recollect this, and have forgotten many a 
better thing. You will have been in love twice or 
thrice by that time, and have forgotten it , you will 
have buried your wife and forgotten her , you will 
have had ever so many friendships and forgotten 
them. You and Smith won't care for each other, 
very probably; but you'il remember all tie actors 
and the plot of this piece we are seeing. 

I protest I have forgotten it myself la our 
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bow like these figures on the stage, and the dialogue 
which thoy used, were to the appearance and talk of 
Eiiglisli gentlemen of the present day. 

The dialogue went on somewhat in the following 
fashion ; — 

Bob Fitzoffiey {enters whistling). The top of the 
morning to thee, Fkank ! What I at breakfast al- 
ready 1 At chocolate and the Morning Post, like a 
dowager of sixty 1 Slang I {he pokes the servant 
with his cane) What has come to thy master, thou 
Prince of Valets I thou pattern of Slaveys ! thou 
swiftest of Mercuries ! Has the HoNouaABLE Fhan- 
cis NiGiiTRAKE lost his heart, or his head, or his 
health? 

Frank {laying down the paper). Bob, Bob, I 
have lost all three ! I have lost my health, Bob, 
with thee and thy like, over the Burgundy at the 
Club ; I have lost my head, Bob, with thinking bow 
I shall pay mj debts ; and I have lost my heart. Bob, 
oh, to such a creature ! 

Frank. A Vekus, of course. 

Slang. With the picaenoe of Juno, 

Bob. And the modesty of Minerva. 

Frank. And the coldness of Diaka ) 

Bob. Pish 1 What a sigh is that about a woman I 
Thou sbalt be Enbvhion, the night-rake of old ; anci 
conquer tlis shy goddess. Hey, Slang? 
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Herewith Slang takes tte lead of the conversa- 
tion, and propounds a plot for running away with the 
heiress ; and I could not help remarking how like the 
comedy was to life — how the gentlemen always say 
" thou," and " prythee," and " go to," and talk ahout 
Heathen goddesses, to each other ; how their servants 
are always their particular intimates ; how, when there 
is serious love-making hetween a gentleman and lady, 
a comic attachment invariably springs up between 
the valet and waiting-maid of each ; bow Lady Grace 
Gadabout, when she calls upon Rose Eingdovb to 
pay a morning visit, appears in a low satin dress, with 
jewels in her hair; how Sattceeox, her attendant, 
wears diamond brooches, and rings on all her fingers : 
while Mrs. Tallyho, on the other hand, transacts all 
the business of life in a riding-habit, and always 
points her jokes by a cut of the whip. 

This playfulness produced a roar all over the 
house, whenever it was repeated, and always made 
our little friends clap their hands and shout in chorus. 

Like that bon-vivant who envied the beggars 
staring into the cook-shop windows, and wished he 
could be hungry, I envied the boys, and wished I 
could laugh, very much. In the last Act, I remem- 
ber — for it is now very nearly a week ago — every- 
body took refuge either in a secret door, or behind a 
screen or curtain, or under a table, or up a chimney ; 
and the house roared as each person came out from his 
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place of eonoealment. Ani the old fellow in top- 
boots, joining the hands of the youBg couple (Fitz- 
OFPLEY, of course, pairing off with the widow), gave 
them liis blessing, and thirty thousand pounds. 

And ah, je gods I if I wished hefore that Come- 
dies were like life, how I wished that life was like 
Comedies ! Whereon, the drop fell ; and Augustus, 
clapping to the opera-glass, jumped up, crying — 
" Hurray ! now for the Pantomime." 

Ill, 

The composer of the Overture of the New Grand 
Comic Christmas Pantomime, Harlequin and the 
!Fixiry of the Spangled Pocket-hand!cerchief, oj- the 
Prince of the Enchanted Nose, arrayed in a bran new 
Christmas suit, with his wristbands and collar turned 
elegantly over his cuffs and embroidered satin tie, 
takes a place at bis desk, waves his stick, and away 
the Pantomime Overture begins. 

I pity a man who can't appreciate a Pantomime 
Overture. Children do not like it : they say, " Hang 
it, I wisb the Pantomime would begin : " but for us it 
is always a pleasant moment of reflection and enjoy- 
ment. It is not difficult music to understand, like 
that of your Mendelssohns and Beethoveks, whose 
symphonies and sonatas Mrs. Spec states must be 
heard a score of times before you can c 
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them. But of the proper Pantomime-miisio I am a 
delighted coanoisaeur. Perhaps it is lieoause you 
meet so many old friends ia those compositions 
consorting together in the queerest manner, and occa- 
sioning numberless pleasant surprises. Hark 1 there 
goes " Old Dan Tucker " wandering into the " Groves 
of Blarney ; " our friends the " Scots leha hoe wi' 
Wallace hied " march rapidly down " Wapping Old 
S(oirs," from which the " MgUa del Reggimento'" 
comes bounding briskly, when she ia met, embraced, 
and carried off by " Billy Taylor" that brisk young 
fellow. 

All this while you are thinking with a faint, sickly 
kind of hope, that perhaps the Pantomime may be a 
good one ; something like Harlequin and the Golden 
Orange Ti'ee, which you recollect iu your youth ; 
something like .Fbriwrnio, that marvellous and delight- 
ful piece of buffoonery, which realised the most gor- 
geous visions of the absurd. You may be happy, 
perchance : a glimpse of the old days may come back 
to yon. Lives there the man with soul so dead, the 
being ever so Uasi and travel-worn, who does not feel 
some shock and thrill still ? Just at that moment 
when the bell (the dear and familiar bell of your 
youth) begins to tingle, and the eurtain to rise, and 
the large shoes and ankles, the flesh-coloured leggings, 
the crumpled knees, the gorgeous robes and masks 
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finally, of tie actors ranged on the stage to shout 
the opening otorus. 

All round the house jou hear a great gasping 
a-ha-a from a thousand children's throats. Enjoy- 
ment is going to give place to Hope. Desire is about 
to be realised. you blind little brats 1 Clap youv 
hands, and cram over the boses, and open your eyes 
■with happy wonder ! Clap your hands now. In three 
weeks more, tlie Eevbkebd Doctor Swishtaij. ex- 
pects the return of his young friends to Sugareane 



King Beak, Emperor of the Romans, having in- 
vited all the neighbouring Princes, Fairies, and Bn- 
chanters to the feast at which he celebrated the mar- 
riage of his only son, Fi-ince Aqmline, unluckily 
gave the liver-wing of the fowl which he was carving 
to tho Prince's godmother, the Fairy Bandanna 
while he put the gizzard-pinion on the plate of the 
Enchanter Gorgiius, King of the Maraschino Moua- 
tains, and father of the Princess Rosalia, to whom 
the Prince was affianced. 

The outraged Gorgihus rose from table, in a 
fury, smashed his plate of chicken over the head of 
King Beak's Chamberlain, and wished that Prince 
AquUine's nose might grow on the instant as long as 
the sausage before him. 

It did so ; the screaming Princess I'ushed away 
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from her bridegroom, and lier fatter, breaking off 
the mateh with the House of_ Beak, ordered his 
daughter to he carried in his sedan by tie two giant- 
port-ers Gor and Gogstay, to Iiis castle in the Juniper 
Forest, by the side of the hitter waters of the Absia- 
thine Lake, whither, after upsetting the marriage- 
tables, and flooring King Beak in a single combat, 
he himself repaired. 

The latter monarch could not bear to see or evea 
to bear his disfigured son. 

When the Prince Aquiline blew his unfortunate 
and monstrous nose, the windows of his father's pal- 
ace broke ( the locks of the doors started ; the dishes 
and glasses of the King's banquet jingled and 
smashed as they do on board a steamboat in a storm ; 
the Itijuor turned sour ; the Chancellor's wig started 
off his head, and the Prince's royal father, disgusted 
with his son's appearauce, drove him forth from his 
palace, and banished him the kingdom. 

Life was a burthen to him on account of that 
nose. He fled from a world in which he was ashamed 
to show it, and would have preferred a perfect soli- 
tude, but that he was obliged to engage one faithful 
attendant to give him snuff (his only consolation) and 
to keep his odious nose in order. 

But as he was wandering in a lonely forest, en- 
tangling his miserable trunk in the thickets, and caus- 
ing the birds to fly seared from the branches, and the 
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lions, stags and fuses to sneak away m terror as they 
heard the tiemendous booming which issued fiora the 
fated Piince whencvci he hid ocotsion to use his 
pocket-handkerchief, the Faiiy of the Biiidanna Isl 
aiids took pity on him and, descending in hti car 
drawn by doves, gave him a 'kerchief which rendered 
him invisible wlienever he placed it over his monstrous 
proboscis. 

Having occasion to blow Lis nose (which he was 
■■bilged to do pietty frequently, for he had taken cold 
while lying out among the rocks and morasses in the 
rainy mi^eiable nights, so that the peasants, when 
they heird him snoring fitfully, thouglit that storms 
were abroad) it the gates of a castle by which he 
was passing the door burst open, and the Irish Giant 
(itteiwaids Clown, indeed) came out, and wondering 
looked about furious to see no one. 

The Irince entered into the castle, and whom 
should he find there btit the Princess liasoHa, still 
plunged in despair. Her father snubbed her perpet- 
ually. '■ I wish he would snub me ! " exclaimed the 
Prince, pointing to his own monstrous deformity. In 
spite of his misfortune, she still remembered her 
Prince. " Even with his nose," the faithful Princess 
cried, " I love him more than all the world beside ! " 

At this declaration of unalterable fidelity, the 
Prmee flung away tia handkerchief, and knelt in rap- 
ture at the Princess's feet. She was a little scared 
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at first liy the hideouaness of tlie distorted being be- 
fore her — but what will not woman'a faith OTercome^ 
Hiding Ler head on hia shoulder (and so losing sight 
of his misfortune), she vowed to love him still (in 
thoae broken verses which, only Prineeases in Panto- 
mimes deliver). 

At this instant King Gorgibus, the Giants, the 
King's Household, with clubs and battle-axes, rushed 
in. Drawing his immense seimetar, and seizing the 
Prince bj his toO'prominent feature, he was just on 
the point of sacrificing him, when— wben, I need 
not say, the Fairy Bandanna (Miss Eendigo), in 
her amaranthine ear drawn by Paphian doves, ap- 
peared and put a stop to the massacre. King Gor- 
gibui became Pantaloon, the two Giants first and 
second Clowns, and the Prince and Princess (who 
had been, all the time of the Fairy's speech, and ac- 
tually while under their father's seimetar, unhooking 
their dresses) became the most elegant Harlot^uin and 
Columbine that I have seen for many a long day. 
The nose flew up to the ceiling, the music began a 
jig, and the two Clowns, after saying " How are 
you? " went and knocked down Pantaloon. 



On the conclusion of the pantomime, the present 
memorialist had the honour to conduct the ladies under 
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his charge to the portico of the theatre, where the 
green fly was in waiting to receive them. The driver 
was not more inebriated than usual ; the young page 
with the goldknobhed hat was thue to [rote t hia 
miBtres'ie's and tl jn^h the chaperon ff the party 
ceitamlj mvited ni'' t leturnwith them to Bionf 
ton and there drink te'i the pioj sal wis made in 
terms sn faint and the lefieshment offeit ! wi« so 
moderate that I d chnei to journ y six miles on a 
cold night in order to i aitiLe ot ouch a meal The 
waterman of the coach stind who had made himself 
eon-iipituois hy bawling nut foi Mub FL\THER&cir 
riage was imj ortunate with me to give him sixpence 
for pushing the lidies into the vehicle Hut it was 
my opinion that Mr'! it- ther ou^ht to settle that 
demand anl as while the tellow was ir^j g t she 
only pulled up the glass, bidding to.v s man to drive 
on, I of course did not interfere. In vulgar and im- 
moral language he indicated, as usual, his discontent. 
I treated the fellow with playful and, I hope, gentle- 
manlike satire. 

Master Jones, who would not leave the box in 
the theatre until the people came to shroud it with 
brown-hollands, (by the way, to be the last person in 
a theatre — to put out tlie last light — and then to find 
one's way out of the vast, black, lonely place, must 
recjuire a very courageous heart) — Master Jones, 
I say, had previously taken leave of us, putting his 
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arm under that of liis father's footman, who had been 
m the pit, and who conducted him to RussoU Square. 
I heard Aitutistus proposing to have oysters as thoy 
went home, tlioiigh he hod twice in tlie conrse of the 
performance made esoiirsions to the cake-room, of the 
theatre, where he had partaken of oranges, macaroons, 
apples, and ginger-feeer. 

As the altercation between myself and the link- 
man was going on, young Grigg (brother of &rigo 
of the Life Guards, himself reading for the Bar) 
came up, and hooking his arm Into mine, desired the 
man to leave off " cliafBng ■' me ; asked kim if he 
would take a bill at three months for the money ; 
told him if he would call at the Horns Tavern, Ken- 
ningtoii, nest Tuesday week, he would find sixpence 
there, done up for him iu a brown paper parcel ; and 
quite routed my opponent. " I know you, Mr. 
Grigo," said he ; " you're a gentleman, you are " 
and so retired, leaving the victoiy with me 

Young Mr. Grigg is one oi those joung bucks 
aboiit town, who goes every night of his life to two 
Theatres, to the Casino, to Weippchi''- ball" to the 
CafS de I'Haymarket, to Bob Slooi. tr =, the boxmg 
house, to the Harmonic Meetings at the Kidney Ccl 
lars, and other places of fashionable resort. He 
knows everybody at these haunts of pleasure ; takes 
boxes for the actors' benefits ; has the word from 
head-quarters about the venue of the fight between 
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Putney Sambo and tte Tutbury Pet ; gets up 
little dinners at their public-houses ; shoots pigeons, 
fights cocks, plays fives, has a boat on the river, 
and a I'oom at Bummer's, in Conduit Street, 
besides his Chambers at the Temple, where bis 
parents, Sib John and Lady Gbigg, of Portman 
Square, and Grigsby Hall, Yorkshire, believe that he 
is assiduously occupied in studying the Law. " Tom 
applies too much," her ladyship says. " His father 
was obliged to remove him from Cambridge on ac- 
count of a brain fever brought on by hard reading, 
and in consequence of the jealousy of some of the 
collegians ; otherwise, I am told, he must have been 
Senior Wrangler, and seated first of the Tripod." 

" I'm going to begin the evening," said this inge- 
nuous young fellow ; " I've only been at the Lowther 
Arcade, Weippert's hop, and the billiard-rooms. I 
just toddled in for half an hour to see Bkooke in 
OtJiello, and looked in for a few minutes behind the 
scenes at the Adelphi. What shall bo the nest re- 
sort of pleasure. Spec, my elderly juvenile ? Shall 
it be the Sherry- Cobbler- Stall, or the Cave of Har- 
mony % There's some prime glee-singing there." 

" What ! is the old Cave of Harmony still ex- 
tant ? " I asked. " I have not been there these 
twenty years." And memory earned me back to the 
days when Lightsides, of Corpus, myself, and little 
Oaks, the Johnian, came up to town in a chaise-and- 



Ho;-dt,GoOgk' 



264 



four, at the long vacation at tte end of our fresh- 
man's year, ordered turtle and venison for dinner at 
the Bedford, blubbered over Black-eyed Susan at 
the plaj, and then finished the evening at that very 
Harmonic Gave, where the famous English Improvi- 
aatore sangwith such prodigious talent that we asked 
him down to stay with us in the country. Sfurgin, 
and Hawker, the fellow-commoner of our College, 
I remember me, were at the Cave too, and BARDOLni, 
of Brazennose, Lord, lord, what a battle and strug- 
gle and wear and tear of life there has been since 
then! Hawkeh. levanted, and Spurgik is dead these 
ten years ; little Oaks is a whiskered Captain of 
Heavy Dragoons, who cut down no end of Sikhs at 
Sobraon ; Lightsides a Tractarian parson, who turns 
his head and walks another way when we meet ; and 
your humble servant^— well, never mind. But in my 
spirit I saw them— all those blooming and jovial 
young boys— and Lightsiees, with a cigar in his 
face, and a bang-up white coat, covered with mother- 
of-pearl cheese-plates, bellowing out for " First and 
Second Turn-out," as our yellow post-chaise came 
rattling up to the Inn door at Ware. 

" And so the Cave of Harmony is open," I said, 
looking at little Gricg with a sad and tender inter- 
est, and feeling that I was about a hundred years 
old. 

'■'' J believe you. my haw-aw-oy V said he, adopt- 
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ing the tone of an exceedingly refined and popular 
actor, whose choral and comic powers render him a 
geaeral favourite. 

" Does BivDJs keep it ? " I asked, in a voice of 
profound melancholy. 

" Hoh ! What a flat you are ! You might as 
well ask if Mrs. Siddons a«ted Lady Macbeth to- 
night, and if Queen Anne's dead or not. I tell you 
what, Spec, my boy — you're getting a regular old 
flat — fogy, Sir, a positive old fogy. How the deuce 
do you pretend to be a man about town, and not 
know that Bivins has left the Cavern ? Law bless 
you I Come in and see : I know the landlord — I'll 
introduce you to him." 

Thiawas an ofEcr which no man could resist ; and 
so G-RiGc and I went through the Piazza, and down 
the steps of that well-remembered place of convivial- 
ity. Grigg knew everybody j wagged his head in at 
the bar, and called for two glasses of his particular 
mixture ; nodded to the singers ; winked at one 
friend — put his little stick against his nose as a token 
of recognition to another ; and calling the waiter by 
his Christian came, poked him playfully with the 
end of his cane, and asked him whether he, G-rigg, 
should have a lobster kidney, or a mashed oyster and 
scolloped 'taters, or a poached rabbit, for supper? 

The room was full of young rakish-looking lads, 
with a dubious sprinkling of us middle-aged youth. 
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and stalwart red-faced fellows from the country, with 
whisky noggins before thorn., and bent upon seeing 
life. A grand piano had been introduced into the 
apartment, which did not exist in the old days : 
otherwise, all was as of yore — smoke rising from 
scores of human chimneys, waiters hustling about with 
cigars and liquors in the intervals of the melodj;-— 
and the President of the meeting (Bivius no more) 
eneonraging gents to give their orders. 

Just as the music was about to begin, I looted 
opposite me, and there, by Heavens ! sat Bardolph, 
of Erazennose, only a little more purple, and a few 
shades more dingy than he used to look twenty years 



" Look at that old Greek in the cloak and fur 
collar opposite," said my friend Mk, Gkigo. " That 
chap is here every night. Thoy call him Lord Far- 
INTOSH, He has five glasses of whisky-and- water every 
night — seventecn-hundrcd-and-twenty-five goes of 
alcohol in a year ; we totted it up one night at the 
bar. James tho waiter is now taking number three 
to him. He don't count the wine he has had at 
dinner." Indeed, Jamus the waiter, knowing the 
gentleman's peculiarities, as soon as he saw Mr. Bar- 
dolfh's glass nearly empty, brought him another 
noggin and a jug of boiling water without a word. 
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Memory carried me iustantaneously back to tlie 
dajB of my youth. I had the honour of being at 
school with Bardolph before be went to Brazonnose ; 
the under boys used to look uj at him fiom ifii off, 
as at a godlike being. He was one >f the head boys 
of tbe Bcbool ; a prodigious landj m p geon hole 
trowsers, ornamented with what they tailed tucks " 
in front. He wore a ring, leaving the Lttle fingei on 
which he wore the jewel, out of hia pocket, m which 
be carried the rest of hia hand. He had whiskers 
even then ; and to this day I cannot understand wby 
ho is not seven feet high. When he shouted out 
"Under boy !" WG small ones trembled and came to 
him, I recollect he called me once from a hundred 
yards off, and I came up in a tremor. He pointed 
to the ground. 

"Pick up my hockey-stick,'' he said, pointing 
towards it with the hand with the ring on ! He had 
dropped the stick. He was too great, wise, and good, 
to stoop to pick it up himself. 

He got the silver medal for Latin Sapphics, in 
the year Pogram was gold medallist. When he went 
up to Oxford, the Head-Master, the Eev. J, Flieber, 
complimented him In a valedictory speech, made him 
a present of books, and prophesied that he would do 
great tilings at the University. He had got a scholar- 
ship, and won a prize-poem, which the Doctor read 
out to the sixth form with great emotion. It was on 
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" The BecoUections of Childhood," and the last lines 
werej — 

" Qualia prospieiena catulus ferit asthera lisn, 
IpaBque trans lun:e oornua vaooa ealit." 

I thought of these things rapidly, gazing on the 
individual before me. The brilliant yoimg fellow of 
1815 (by-tte-bye it was the Waterloo year, by which 
some people may remember it better ; but at school 
we spoke of years, as " Pogram's year," " Tokelt's 
year," &,a.) — there, I say, aat before me the dashing 
young buck uf 1815, a fat, muzzy, red-faced old maai, 
in a battered hat, absorbing whisky-and-watcr, and 
half listening to the singing. 

A wild, long-haired professional gentleman with a 
fluty voice, and with his ahirt-coUar turned down, 
began to sing as follows . — 

"WHEN THE GLOOM IS ON THE GLEN." 

"When the moonlight 'a on the mountain 

And the gloom ia on the glen, 
At tlie cross Ixside the fouctain 

There is one wOi meet thee then. 
At the oroaa hfade the fountain ; 

Yes, the crass beside the fountaiD, 
There ia one will meet thee then I 

IDown goes half of Mn. Bahdolph's No. 3 WMsky 
during this refrain.'] 
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"I have braved, Binca first we met, love, 
Many a danger in my course ; 
But I never tan forget, love, 

That dear fountain, that old cross, 
Where, her mantle shi'ouded o'er her — 

For the winds were Ghilly then — 
Firet I met my Leonora, 

When the gloom was on the glen, 
Yes, I met my, &c. 
[Another gulp and almost total disappearance of 
Whisky-go, No. 3.] 

" Many a clime I've ranged since then, lore. 

Many a land Tve wandered o'er ; 
But a valley like that glen, love, 

Half eo dear I never aoF I 
Ne'er saw maiden fairei", coyer, 

Than wert thou, my true love, whan 
In the gloaming firat I saw yer. 

In the gloaming of the glen I " 

Bardolph, who had not shown the least symp- 
toma of emotion as the gentleman with the fluty voice 
performed this deleotahle composition, began to whack, 
whack, whack on the mahogany with his pewter 
measure at the conclusion of the song, wishing, per- 
haps, to show that the noggin was empty ; in which 
manner Jasibs, the waiter, interpreted the signal, for 
he brought Me, Bardolph another supply of liquor. 

The aong, words, aud music, composed and dedi- 
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"TUE RED FLAG." 

"Where the qiiiveriiig lightning flingB 

Hia avrows from out the cloudB, 
And the howling tempest sings, 

And whietlee among the shronda, 
Tis pleasant, 'tis pleasant to ride 

Along the foaming brine — 
Wilt be the Rover's bride ! 

Wilt follow him, lady mine ) 
Hurrah I 
For the bonny, bonny brine. 
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" Aiiiidst the sforai nnd rack, 

You flhiill see oui- galley paaa, 
As a serpsat, lifhe and blaolt, 

Glides thi'ongb the waving gi'ass ; 
As the vultn™, ew'iit and dai'k, 

Down on the ring-dove fliea, 
Ton shall see tlie Rovev's bark 

Swoop down npon liia prize. 
Hurrah I 
For the bonny, bonny prize. 

" Over her sides we dash, 

We gallop aoTOSs her deoli — 
Ha! tliere's a ghastly gaah 

On the merehant-captain's neck 1 
Well shot, well shot, old Ned! 

Well Blruok, well struok, black James ! 
Oiu" arms ave red, and our foes are dead, 

And we leave a ship in flainesl 
Huvrahl 
For flie bonny, bonny flainea 1 " 

Frantic shouts of applause and enoore hailed the 
atrocioas sentiments conveyed by Me. Hoff in this 
ballad, from every body except Bardolpii, who sat 
muzzy and unmoved, and only winlted to tho waiter 
to bring him some more whisky. 

VI. 

When tlie piratical ballad of Mit. Hofp was con- 
cluded, a simple and riuiot-Iooking young gentleman 
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performed a comic song, in a way which, I must con- 
fess, inspired me with the utmost melancholy. 
Seated at the table along with the other professional 
gents, this young gentleman was in no wise to be 
distinguished from any other young man of fashion: 
he has a thin, handsome, and rather ead countenance; 
and appears to be a perfectly sober and meritorious 
young man. But suddenly (and I daresay every 
night of his life) he pulls a little flexible, grey coun- 
tryman's hat out of his pocket, and the moment he 
has put it on, his face assumes an expression of un- 
utterable vacuity and folly, his eyes goggle round 
Bayage, and his mouth Btretches almost to his ears, 
and he begins to sing a rustic song. 

The 1 ttl d th t m t 1 1 11 1 I 

ready p 1 1 h 1 I t t uffi tij f I h d 

fair spe m f tl I f p t y t wh h th y 

belong b t th f lly f th m t y g w 

so great dmthl thtim t gt 
pete fo m w th tl t t t t 

attempt th g 1 li h tyl t mp t It 

was som th b t g t g "M 

and feayther and Lyows and peege and other 
rustic piuduoe The idiotic veise was interspersed 
with apolven pissage=! of corrtsf ondmg imbecility 
For the time during wb ih Hr Grinsb', jertoimed 
this piece he consented to "ibnej,ate altOj,ether hiB 
claim to be :,onsider d ^s i reasoniblo being ut 
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terly to debase himself, m order to make the com- 
pany laugh ; and to forget the rank, dignity, and 
privileges of a man. 

His song made me so profoundly wretched that 
little G-EIGG, remarking mj depression, declared I 
was as alow as a Parliamentary train, I was glad 
they didn't have the song OTer again. When it was 
done, Mr. G-kinsby put his little grey hat in his 
pocket, the inaniacal grin subsided from his features, 
and he sate down with his naturally sad and rather 
handsome young countenance. 

0, G-KiNSBY, thinks I, what a number of people and 
things in this world do you represent ! Though we 
weary listening to you, we may moralise over you ; 
though you slug a foolish, witless song, you poor, young, 
melancholy jester, there is some good in it that may be 
had (br the seeking. Perhaps that lad has a family at 
home dependent on his grinning : I may entertain a 
reasonable hope that he lias despair in his heart; a 
complete notion of the folly of the business iu which 
he is engaged ; a contempt for the fools laughing and 
gufiawing round about at his miserable jokes j and a 
perfect weariness of mind at their original dtdness 
and continued repetition. What a sinking of spirit 
must come over that young man, quiet in his cham- 
ber or fkmily, orderly and sensible like other mortals, 
when the thought of tom-fool hour comes across him, 
and that at a Certain time that night, whatever may 
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be hia tealtb, or distaste, or mood of mind or body, 
tbere be must be, at a table at tte Cave of Harmony, 
uttering insane ballads, with an idiotic grin oa bis 
face, and tat on hia bead. 

To suppose that Grinsby baa any personal pleas- 
ure in that song, would be to have too low an opinion 
of human nature : to imagine that the applauses of 
the multitude of the frequenters of tbu Ca\e tickled 
his vanity, or are bestowed upon him di,&cr\cdlj — 
would be, I say, to think too bardly of him. Look 
at him. He aits there q^uite a quiet, orderly young 
fellow, Mark with wbat an abstracted, sad air he 
joina in the chorus of Me. Snape'h second soug, " The 
Minaret's bells o'er the Bosphorus toll," and having 
applauded his comrade at the end of tho song (as I 
have remarked these poor gentlemen always do), 
moodily resumes the stump of hia cigar. 

" I wonder, my dear G-eigg, how many men there 
are in the City who follow a similar profession to 
Guinsby's. What a number of poor rogues, wits in 
their circle, or bilious, or in debt, or henpecked, or 
otherwise miserable in their private circumstances, 
come grinning out to dinner of a night, and laugh 
and crack, and let off their good stories like yonder 
professional fuuny fellow. Why, I once went into 
the room of that famous dinner-party conversatioual- 
iat and wit. Hokseley Collard ; and whilst he was 
in his dressing-room arranging his wig, just looked 
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over the books on the table before his sofa. There 
were ' Burton's Anatomy ' for tie quotations, three 
of which, he let off that very night j ' Spence's Lite- 
rary Anecdotes,' of which he fortuitously introduced 
a couple in the course of the CTemcg; 'Baker's 
Chronicle j' the last new Novel, and a book of Meta- 
physics, every one of which I heard him quote, be- 
sides fonr stories out of his common-place boot, at 
which I took a peep under tho pillow. Ho was like 
G-B.INSBY." Who isn't like Griksby in life '( thought 
I to myself, examining that young fellow. 

" When Eawlbr goes down to the House of Com- 
mons from a meeting with his creditors, and, having 
been a bankrupt a moBtli before, becomes a patriot 
all of a sudden, and pours you out an intensely in- 
teresting speech upon the West Indies, or the Win- 
dow Tas, ho is no better than the poor gin-and-water 
practitioner yonder, and performs in his Cave, as 
Gbinsby in his under the Piazza, 

" When Sergeant Bluebag fires into a witness, 
or performs a jocular or a pathetic speech to a 
jury, in what is he better than Griksby, except in so 
far as the amount of gain goes? — than poor Grinsby 
rapping at the table and cutting professional jokes, 
at half-a-pint-of'whisky fee 1 

" When Tightrope, tho celebrated literary genius, 
sits down to write and laugh — with tho children very 
likely ill at homo— with a strong personal desire to 
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write a tragedy oi a ^ermoB with hib wife so llmj, 
him hi Ileal ideking w th jiam his m therm law 
makiufj a nuise at 1 13 ear*" and tellmg him that hu i^> 
a heartless inl ahandoned ruffian his tailor m thi, 
passage vowing that he will not quit that plate until 
h s littk 1 ill IS settled— wheD I saT Tic iTRorc 
wr tea off under the mo''t miaerihlo private ciicum 
stancet a hriU ant funny irtiele in how m ich is he 
morally eui erioi to my iriend Up ksbi ? When 
LoHD CoLCHiCLM stands 1 wing and Binilm^ bef re 
his sovereign w th g ut m his toes anl giitf in his 
heart when pirsons m the pulpit — when ed tors it 
their desks — forget then natural griefs pleasures 
opinions to go thiough the busm =s of 1 f the 
masq^ueride of existence m what are they hetter 
than Gbin bi yonder wl o h a similarly to perform 
his biffooning' 

As I was cont nuiug m this moral and interroga 
tory m 1 — ^no don! t boring poor littli- Gbigo who 
came to the Cave for pleasure and not for philo 
sophieil li course — Me Bardolph opposite c^uf,lit 
a s ght of tl e present writer throi gh the fumes of the 
cigars, and came across to our table, holding his 
fourth glass of toddy in his hand. He held out tho 
other to me : it was hot, and gouty, and not particu- 
larly clean, 

" Deuced ([ueer place this, hey V said he, pro- 
tending to survey it with the air of a stranger. " I 
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Lincoln's Inn — from — from parties at the other end 
of the town. It is freij^uented by a, parcel of queer 
people — low shop-hoya and attorneys' clerks ; hut 
hang it, Sir, they know a gentleman when they see 
one, and not one of those fellows would dare to speak 
to me — no, not one of 'em, by Joye — if I didn't ad- 
dress him first, hy Jove I I don't suppose there's a 
man in this room could construe a page in the eom- 
monest Greek hook, SrBo. You heard that donkey 
singing about ' Leokobar ' and ' before her ? ' How 
Flibber would have given it to us for such rhymes, 
hey? A parcel of ignoramuses ! hut hang it, Sir, 
they do know a gentleman ! " And here he winked 
at me with a vinous bloodshot eye, as much as to in- 
timate that he was infinitely superior to every person 
in the room. 

Now this Barbol™, having had the ill-luck to 
get a fellowship, and subseciuently a small private 
fortuQO, has done nothing since the year 1820 but 
get drunk and read Gfreek. He despises every man 
who does not know that language (so that you and I, 
my dear Sir, come in for a fair share of his eon- 
tempt). He can still put a slang song into Greek 
Iambics, or turn a police report into the language of 
Tacitus or Herodotus ; but it is difficult to see what 
accomplishment beyond this the booay old mortal 
possesses. He spends nearly a third part of his life 
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and income at his dinner, or on tis whisky at a 
tavern ; more than another third portion is spent in 
hed. It is past noon before he gets up to hrcakfast, 
and to spell over the Times, which business of the 
day being completed, it is time for him to dress and 
taie his walk to the club to dinner. He scorns a 
man who puts his h's in the wrong place, and spits at 
a human being who has not had a University educa- 
tion. And yet I am sure that bustling waiter push- 
ing about with a bumper of cigars ; that tallow-faced 
young comic singer ; yonder harmless and happy 
Snobs, enjoying the conTiviality of the evening {and 
all the songs are quite modest now, not like the ribald 
old ditties which they used to sing in former days), 
are more useful, more honourable, and more worthy 
men, than that whiskyfied old scholar who looks down 
upon them and their like. 

He said he would have a sisth glass if wo would 
stop: but we didn't; and he took his sixth glass 
without us. My melancholy young friend had begun 
another comio song, and I could bear it no more. 
Xhe market carts were rattling into Covent Garden ; 
and the illuminated clock marked all sorts of small 
hoars as we concluded this night's pleasure. 
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GOING TO SEE A MAN HANGED. 

JULY, ISiD. 

X , wlio Iiad voted with Me. Bvvaet for the 

abolition of the pxmishment of death, was aasious to 
see the effect on the pahlio mind of an execution, and 
asked me to accompany him to see Courvoesier 
killed. We liad not the advantage of a sheriff's 
order, like the " sis hundred noblemen and gentle- 
men" who were admitted within the walla of the 
prison ; hut determined to minglo with the crowd at 
the foot of the scaffold, and take up our positions at 
a very early hour. 

As I was to rise at three in the morning, I went 
to bed at ten, thinking that five hours' sleep would 
be amply eufficicnt to hrace me against the fatigues 
of the coming day. But, as might have been ex- 
pected, the event of the morrow was perpetually before 
my eyes through the night, and kept them wide open, 
I heard all the clocks in the neighbourhood chime 
the hours in succession ; a dog from some court hard 
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by kept up a pitiful howling ; at one o'clock, a cock 
Bet up a feeble, mclanclioly crowing; shortly after 
two, the daylight came peeping grey through the 

window -Bhutters ; and by the time tliat X arrived, 

in fulfilment of his promise, I had been aaleep about 
half an hour. He, more wise, had not gone to rest 
at all, but had remained up all night at the Club, 
along with Dash and two or three more. Dash is 
one of the most eminent wits in London, and had 
kept tie company merry all night with appropriate 
jokes about the coming event. It is curious that a 
murder is a great inspirer of jokes. Wo all like to 
laugli and liave our fling about it ; there is a certain 
grim pleasure in the circumstance — a perpetual jing- 
ling antithesis between life and death, that is sure of 
its effect. 

In mansion or garret, on down or straw, sur- 
rounded by weeping friends and solonm oily doctors, 
or tossing unheeded upon scanty hospital beds, there 
were many people in this great city to whom that 
Sunday night was to be the last of any that they 
should pass on earth here. In the course of half-a- 
dozen dark, wakeful hours, one had leisure to think 
of these (and a little, too, of that certain supreme night, 
that shall come at one time or other, when he who 
writes shall be stretched upon the last bed, prostrate 
in the last struggle, taking the last look of dear faces 
that have cheered us here, and lingering — one mo- 
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ment more — ere we part for the tremendous journey) ; 
but, chiefly, I could not help thicting, as each clock 
sounded, what is he doing now! — has he heard it in 
his little room in Newgate yonder? Eleven o'clock. 
He has been writing until now. The gaoler says he 
is a pleasant man enough to be with ; but he can hold 
out no longer, and is very weary. "Wake me at 
four," says he, " for I have still much to put down." 
From eleven to twelve the gaoler hears how he is 
grinding his teeth in his sleep. At twelve he is up 
ia his bed, and asks, " Is it the time ? " He has 
plenty more time yet for sleep ; and he sleeps, and 
the bells go on tolling. Seven hours more — five 
hours more. Many a carriage is clattering through 
the streets, bringing ladies away from evening parties ; 
many bachelors are reeling home after a jolly night ; 
Covent Garden is alive j and the light coming through 
the cell window turns the gaoler's candle pale. Four 
hours more ! " Coiiiivoisiek," says the gaoler, shaking 
him, "it's four o'clock now, and I've woke you, as 
you told me ; but there's no call for you to to get up 
yet." The poor wretch leaves his bed, however, and 
makes his last toilet ; and then falls to writing, to 
tell the world how he did the crime for which he has 
suffered. This time he will tell the truth, aiid the 
whole truth. They bring him his breakfast ''from 
the coffee-shop opposite — tea, coffee, and thin bread 
and butter." He will lake nothing, however, but goes 
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on writing. He has to write to his niotlier— -tho 
pious motlier far away in hia own eouiitry — who 
reared him and loved Iiim ; and even now has sent 
him her forgiveness and her blessing. He finishes 
his memorials and letters, and makes hia will, dis- 
posing of his little miserable property of books and 
tracts that pious people have furnished him with, 
" Ce 6 Juillet, l8iQ. Frangois Benjamin Ccrurvoi- 
sier volts donne ceci, mon ami, pour souvenir." He 
has a token for his dear friend the gaoler ; another 
for his dear friend the under-sheriff. As the day of 
the convict's death draws nigh, it is painful to see 
how he fastens upon every body who approaches him, 
how pitifuUy ho clings to them and loves them. 

While these things are going on within tho 
prison (with which we are made accurately ac- 
quainted by the copious chronicles of such events 

which are published subsec[uently), S 's carriage 

has driven up to the door of my lodgings, and we 
have partaken of an. elegant disjeune that has been 
prepared for the occasion, A cup of coffee at half- 
past three in the morning is uncommonly pleasant ; 
and X— — enlivens us with the repetition of the 
jokes that Dash has just been making. Admirable, 
certainly — they must have had a merry night of it, 
that's clear; and we stoutly debate whether, when 
one has to get up so early in the morning, it is best 
to have an hour or two of sleep, or wait and go to 
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bed afterwards at tlie end of the day's work. That 
fowl is extraordioarily tough — the wing, even, is aa 
hard as a hoard ; a slight disappoint ment, for there is 
nothing else for breakfast. "Will any gentleman 
have some sherry and soda-water before he sets out? 
It clears the brains famously." Thus primed, the 
party sets out. The coachman has dropped asleep 
on the box, and wakes up wildly as the hall-door 
opens. It is just four o'clock. About this very 
time they are waking up poor. — pshaw I who is for a 

cigar? X does not smoke himself; but vows 

and protests, in the kindest way in the world, that he 
does not care in the least for the new drab-silk 

linings of his carriage. Z , who smokes, mounts 

however, the bos. " Drive to Skow IIill," says the 
owner of the chariot. The policemen, who are the 
only people in the street, and are standing by, look 
knowing — they know what it means well enough. 

How cool and clean the streets look, as the 
carriage startles the echoes that have been asleep in 
the comers all night. Somebody has been sweeping 
the pavements clean in the night-time surely ; they 
would not 'Oil a Kdy's white =, itm shoes, thej are so 
dry and neit Thf,ie i* not a cloud oi a breith in 

the an, except Z s eigai, which whiffs off and 

soars straight upwwds m volumes of white, pure 
smoke The trtes m the squares look biight ind 
green — a' bught a^ leaies m the countiy m June 
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We who keep late hours don't know the beauty of 
London air ind vci lure m the earlj n oramg they 
are delightful — the most fresh and liitlv compiniona 
posaihle. But they cmnot 1 ear tht erowl and the 
bustle of mid div \ ou don t know them then — thev 
are no longer the same thmgs We hare come to 
Gray's Inn there la actiiallj dew upon the grais m 
the gardens md the windows of the (.tout old red 
houses are all m a flame 

As we enter Holhcrn the town grtws moie am 
mated ; and there ar aheidy twice as many people 
in the streeti a'i jou see at midday m a German 
residenz or in English provmcul town The gm 
shop keepeis ha\e man> of them taktn their almttera 
down, and many jersoiq are I'liung fiom them pipe 
in hand. Down they go along the hrjid hright 
street, their blue 'shadows maiching after them foe 
they are all bound the same waj and aro bent like 
UB upon seeing the hanging 

It is twenty minutes pi=t foui aa we pita St 
Sepulchre's hy this time nanyhmlrcl people are 
in the street and many more an c ming up Snow 
Hill. Befori, us 1 es ^cwgate Piison but some 
thing a great deal more awful to look at which seizea 
the eye at onoe, and makes the heart btat is 



Ho;-dt,GoOgk' 



M 



There it standa black and ready, jutting out from 
a little door in the prison. As you see it, you feel a 
kind of dufflh electric shock, which causes one to 
start a little, and give a sort of gasp for breath. The 
shook is over in a second; and presently you ex- 
amine the object before you with a certain feeling of 
complacent curiosity. At least, such was the effect 
that tlic gallows first produced upon the writer, who 
is trying to set down all his feelings as they occurred, 
and not to exaggerate them at all. 

After the gallows-shock had subsided, we went 
down into the crowd, which was very BumerouB, but 
not dense as yet. It was evident that the day's 
business had not begun. People sauntered up, and 
formed groups, and talked; the new comers asking 
those who seemed habitues of the place about former 
executions ; and did the victim hang with his face 
towards the clock or towards Ludgate Hill ? and had 
he the rope round his neck when he came on the 
scaffold, or was it put on by Jack Ketch afterwards? 
and had Lord W taken a window, and which 
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was ho 3 I inaj mention the nohle marquess's name, 

as he was not at the exhibition. A pseudo W 

was pointed out in an opposite window, towards whom 
all fie people in our neighbourhood looked eagerly, 
and with great respect too. The mob seemed to have 
no sort of ill-will against him, but sympathy and admi- 
ral on Th noble lord s personal co age and 
strengt! ha^ wo the plebs OTor to h m Perhaps 
hia esplo t aga n&t pol cem lave oecas oned some 
of th s popular tj foi the mob bates them, aa 
ch Hr n the h hoolmaster 

Thro gl out the whole four J out's 1 owever, the 
mob was est ^or 1 na il; fjCctle ind g o 11 mo red 
At first we bad le e to t Ik to tl e people il o it 

us a 1 I recommend X a brotl r cnator of 

both 5 des of the ho e to ee nore f th & san e 
peojle ind to ajprec ate them 1 ttcr H o rable 
members a e 1 attl ng an 1 struggl ng n the House ; 
shout ng yell n„ crow ng hear hear g J o 1 pooh-ing, 
makmg spee hes of three column , an 1 ^a n g " great 
Conservative triumphs," or " signal successes of the 
Keform cause," as the case may be. Three hundred 
and ten gentlemen of good fortune, and able for the 
most part to quote Horace, declare solemnly that 
unless Sir Kobbrt comes in, the nation is ruined. 
Three hundred and fifteen on the other side swear 
their great gods that the safety of the empire de- 
pends upon Lord John ; and to this end they quote 
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Horace too. I declare that I have never been in a 
great London crowd without thinking of what they 
cail the two "great " parties in England with wonder. 
For which of the two great leaders do these peoplti 
care, I pray you 3 'Whou Lord Stawley withdrew hia 
Irish hill the other night, were they in transports of 
joy, like worthy persons who read the Globe and the 
Chronicle ? or when he heat tho ministers, were 
they wild with delight, like honest gentlemen who 
read the Post and the Times? Ask yonder ragged 
fellow, who has evidently freijuented debating-oluba, 
and speaks with good sense and shrewd good-nature. 
He cares no more for Lord John than he does for 
Sir EoEEKT ; and, with due respect he it said, would 
mind very little if both of them were ushered out by 
Mr. Ketch, and took their places under yonder black 
beam. What are the two great parties to him, and 
those like him I Sheer wind, hollow humbug, absurd 
claptraps ; a silly mummery of dividing and debating, 
which does not in the least, however it may turn, 
affect his condition. It has been so ever since tho 
happy days when Whigs and Tories began ; and a 
pretty pastime no doubt it is for both. August 
parties, great balances of British freedom : are not 
the two sides ijuite as active, and eager, and loud, as 
at their very birth, and ready to fight for place as 
stoutly as ever they fought before ? But, lo ! in the 
meantime, T;hil&t jou are jangling and brawling over 
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the accounts, JPopulus, wtoae estate you have ad- 
ministered while lie was au infant, and could not 
take care of himself — Populus haa heen growing 
and growing, tiil he is every bit as wise as his 
guardians. Talk to our ragged friend. He is not 
iao polished, perhaps, as a member of the Oxford aud 
Cambridge Club ; he has not been to Eton ; and 
never read Hoeace in his life ; hut he can think just 
as soundly as the best of you ; he can speak quite as 
st ly h wn ugh w y h h b d 

11 t f > k f 1 y d g th U g th 

Ittl f t n dm th 

mm f 1 th t 11 

m th t y t d h — t 11 f 

wh m w fi t p tj t g 

gd dtwlm btjw^ — 

tly ti g P t y If th p t 
w thy 1 1 h 1 1 th fi d > 

1 1 pi wl y t p ^ 

m t Y t k h f t 1 h th 

hpt Ikp thwldl tblh 

h If d w th h f 1 J say h 11 

h th J vil t 1 g 1 t f y t I If 

d m wh h U b pp t d by h f 
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h h t i! 1 1 g t 11 
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, honest pride, as well as your neighbour; 
how will you feel towards your eijuala, in whose 
hands lie all the power and all the property of the 
community 3 Would you love and honour them, 
tamely acquiesce in their superiority, see their privi- 
leges, and go yourself disregarded without a pang? 
you are not a man if you would. I am not taliing of 
right or wrong, or debating questions of government. 
But aslc my friend there, with the ragged elbows and 
jio shirt, what he thinks ? Tou have your party, 
Conservative or Whig, as it may be. You believe 
that an aristocracy is an institution necessary, beauti- 
ful, and virtuous. You are a gentleman, in other 
words, and stick by your party. 

And our friend with the elbows (the crowd is 
thickening hugely all this time) sticks by his. Talk 
to him of Whig or Tory, he grins at them ; of vir- 
tual representation, pish I He is a democrat, and 
will stand by his friends, as you by yours ; and they 
are twenty millions, his friends, of whom a vast mi- 
nority now, a majority a few years hcnco, will be as 



good a 


you. In the meantime w 


e shall continue 


electing 


and debating, and dividing, 


und having every 


day ne« 


triumphs for the glorious cs 


use of Conserva- 


tism, or 


the glorious cause of Reform, imtil 


What is the meaning of this u 


eonscionable re- 


publioa 


tirade — a propos, of a hanging? Such feel- 
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inga, I think, must come aerosa any man in a vast 
multitude like tils. What good sense and intelli- 
gence kave most of the people hj whom jou are sur- 
rounded ; how much sound humour does one hear ban- 
died about from one to another? A great number 
of coarse phrases are used, that would make ladies 
in drawing rooms blush ; but the morals of the men 
are good and hearty. A ragamuf&ii in the crowd {a 
powdery baker in a white sheep's-wool oap) uses some 
indecent expression to a woman near ; there is an in- 
stant cry of shame, which silences the man, and a 
dozen people are ready to give the woman protection. 
The crowd has grown very dense by this time, it is 
about six o'clock, and there is great heaving, and 
pushing, and swaying to and fro ; but round the wo- 
men the men have formed a circle, and keep them as 
much as possible out of the rush and trample. In 
one of the houses near us, a gallery has been formed 
on the roof. Seats were here let, and a number of 
persons of various degrees were occupying them. 
Several tipsy, dissolute -looking young men, of the 
Diek Swiveller cast, were in this gallery. One was 
lolling over the aunshiney tUes, with a fierce sodden 
face, out of which came a pipe, and which was shaded 
by long matted hair, and a hat cocked very much on 
one side. This gentleman was one of a party, which 
had evidently not been to bed on Sunday night, but 
had passed it in some of tl 
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in the neightiourhood of Coveot Garcleii. The dc- 
hauch was not over yet, and the women of the party 
were giggling, drinking, and romping, as is the wont 
of these delicate creatures ; sprawling here and there, 
and falling upon the knees of one or other of the 
males. Their scarfs were off their shoulders, and 
you saw the sun shining down upon the bare white 
flesh, and the shoulder-points glittering like burning 
glasses. The people about us were very indignant at 
some of the proceedings of this debauched crew, and 
at last raised up such a yell as frightened them into 
shame, and they were more orderly for the remainder 
of the day. The windows of the shops opposite be- 
gan to fill apace, and our before -mentioned friend 
with ragged elbows pointed out a celebrated fashion- 
able character who occupied one of them ; and, to 
our surprise, knew as much about him as the Cmirt 
Journal or the Morni7ig Post. Presently he enter- 
tained US with a long and pretty accurate account of 

the history of Lady , and indulged in a judicious 

criticism upon her last work. I have met with many 
a country gentleman who had not read half as many 
books as this honest fellow, this shrewd prolftaire in 
a black shirt. The people about him took up and 
carried on the conversation very knowingly, and were 
very little behind him in point of information. It 
was just as good a company as one meets on common 
occasions, I was in a genteel crowd in oiie of the 
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galleries at the queen's coronation ; indeed, in point 
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taele of a man clambering up a gas-pipe ? Wby were 
we kept for o quarter of an hour in deep interest gaz- 
ing upon this remarkable scene ? Indeed it is hard 
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mirable good humour. They paced ahout the opeE 
space between the prison and the barriers which kept 
in the crow3 from the scaffold. The front line, as 
far as I could see, was chiefly occupied by black- 
guards and boys — professional persons, no doubt, 
who saluted the policemen on their appearance with 
a volley of jokes and ribaldry. As far as I could 
judge from faces, there were more blackguards of 
sisteen and seventeen, than of any maturer age ; 
stunted, sallow, ill-grown lads, in rugged fustian, 
scowling about. There were a considerable number 
of girls, too, of the same age ; one that Cruikshank 
and Boz might have taken as a study for Nancy. 
The girl was a young thief s mistress evidently j if 
attacked, ready to reply without a particle of modes- 
ty ; could give as good ribaldry as she got ; made no 
secret (and there were several incLuiries) as to her 
profession and means of livelihood- But with all 
this, there was something good about the girl ; a sort 
of devil-may-care candour and simplicity that one 
could not fail to see. Her answers to some of the 
coarse questions put to her, were very ready and 
good-humoured. She had a friend with her of the 
same age and class, of whom she seemed to be very 
fond, and who looked up to her for protection. Both 
of these women had beautiful eyes. Devil-m ay-care's 
were extraordinarily bright and blue, an admirably 
fair complexion, and a large red mouth full of white 
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teeth. Au reste, ugly, stunted, thick-limbed, and by 
no means a beauty. Her friend could not be mora 
than fifteen. TJiey were not ia rags, but had greasy 
cottoa shawls, and old, faded, rag-shop bonnets, I 
was curious to look at them, having, in late fashion- 
able novels, read many aceounts of such personages. 
Bah I what figments these noveliste tell us ! Eoz, 
who knows life well, knows that his Miss Nancy is 
the most unreal fantastical personage possible; no 
more like a thief's mistress, than one of G-cssner's 
shepherdesses resembles a real country wenoh. Ho 
dare not tell the truth concerniag such young ladies. 
They have, no doubt, virtues like other human crea- 
tures ; nay, their position engenders virtues that are 
not called into exercise among other women. But on 
these an honest painter of human nature has no right 
to dwell ; not being able to paint the whole portrait, 
he has no right to present one or two favourable 
points as characterising the whole ; and therefore, 
in faet, had better leave the picture alone altogether. 
The new French literature is essentially false and 
worthless from this very error — the writers giving us 
favourable pictures of monsters (and, to say nothing 
of decency or morality), pictures quite untrue to 
nature. 

But yonder, glittering through the crowd in New- 
gate Street — see the Sheriffs' carriages are slowly 
making their way. We have been here three hours ! 
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Is it possible tliat they cau have passed so soon? 
Close to the barrieTS where we are, the mob has be- 
come so dense that it is with difficulty a, man can 
keep his foct. Each man, however, is very careful 
in protecting the women, and all are full of jokes 
and good-humour. Tho windows of the shops op- 
posite are now pretty nearly filled by the persons who 
hired them. Many young dandies are there with 
jnustacHoB and cigars; some c[uiet, fat family parties, 
of simple honest tradesmen and their wives, as we 
fancy, who are looking on with the gieatest imagin- 
able calmness, and sipping their tea Yonder is the 

sham Lord W , who is flinging various articles 

among the crowd; one of his companions, a tall burly 
man, with large mustaehios, has provided himself 
with a Hijuirt, and is aspersing tb.e mob with brandy 
and water. Honest gentleman ! high-bred aristocrat! 
genuine lover of humour and wit ! I would walk some 
miles to see thee on the tread-mill, thee and thy Mo- 
hawk crew ! 

We tried to get up a hiss against these ruffians, 
but only had a trifling success ; the crowd did not 
seem to think their offence very heinous ; and our 
friend, the philosopher ia the ragged elbows, who had 
remained near us all the time, was not inspired with 
any such savage disgust at the proceedings of certain 
notorious young gentlemen, as I must confess fills my 
own particular bosom. He only said, " So and ^o is 
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a lord, and they'll let liim off," and then discoursed 
about Lord Ferrers being hanged. The philosopher 
knew the history pretty well, and so did most of the 
little knot of persona about him, and it must be a 
gratifying thing for young gentlemen to find that 
their actions are made the subject of this kind of 
conversation. 

Scarcely a word had been said about Courvoisier 
all this time. We were all, as far as I could judge, in 
JTist such a frame of mind as men are in when they are 
sc[ueezing at the pit-door of a play, or pushing for a 
review or a lord mayor's show. We asked moat of 
the men who were near us, whether they had seen 
many executions? most of them had, the philosopher 
especially; whether the sight of thcra did any good? 
" For the matter of that, no ; people did not care 
about them at all ; nobody ever thought of it after a 
bit." A countryman, who bad left his drove in 
Smithfield, said the same thing ; he had seen a man 
hanged at York, and spoke of the ceremony with 
perfect good sense, and in a ijuiet, sagacious way. 

J. S , the famous wit, now dead, had, I recol- 
lect, a good story upon the subject of esecuting, and 
of the terror which the punishment inspires. After 
Thistlewood and his companions were hanged, their 
heads were taken off, according to the sentence ; and 
the executioner, as he severed each, held it up to the 
crowd in the proper orthodox way, saying, " Here is 
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the 1 J of a t 1 tor At tli s gl t of tlie first 

gl astlj hea 1 tlie peo].lu we e st uck w tli terror, and 
1 gone al express on of d gust in 1 fear broke from 
them The eeond he 1 wis looked at also with 
mud nt rest but the exo tement regarding tho third 
heal 1 m n ^hed When the exec t oner had como 
to the last of the heads he 1 tted t up hut, hy some 
olun 8 e illowed t to drop At this the crowd 
jelled t V B ttc fi ge — the excitement 
hal pa i d entirely away The p nishment had 
giovn to be a loke — Butter fingo s was the word — a 
pretty commentary ndeed upon, the august nature 
ofjullcexect n audthe wful m je ty of the law. 
It wa? pa t seven now tJ o j^uarters rang, and 
pifaed away the c ow 1 be^an to grow very eager 
an! more ju et and we tu n d bick very now and 
then anl looked it St Sepulchres cl ok. Ilalf an 
hour twenty five m ut s What is ho doing now? 
He has 1 rons off by th s t me A quarter : he's 
m the pre a room nov o dou t Now at last wc 
had come to th nk ibo t the m n w were going to 
see hinged H w al wly the clo k crept over the 
last qiirter Tho o who were hie to turn round 
ind 1 e(forthccr wlw nowest aord narily dense), 
cl ion cled the t ne e ^ht m nutes^ fi o minutes ; at 
last — ding, dong, dong, dongl — the hell ia tolling 
the chimes of eight. 
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Bi,twtcn the wutin^ of this line md the last, the 
pen lii^ been put down, as the readi.i may suppose, 
and the pt;r&on who 15 addicsaing him gone through 
a pause ot ni veiy pleasant thoughts aud recollec- 
tions The whole of the siekening, ghastly, ■wicked 
BCOBe passe* hefotc thp eyes agam , and, indeed, it is 
an iwful one to see and very hard and painful to 
desciihe 

As the clock began to strike, an immense sway 
ind nio\eniont swept over the whole of that vast 
dense ciowd. Thej were all uncovered directly, and 
a great murmur arose, more awfulj bizarre, and un.- 
desoribaUe than any sound I had ever l:iefore heard. 
Women and children hegan to shriek horridly. I 
don't know wliether it was the bell I heard ; hut & 
dreadful, cjuick, feverish kind of jangling noise, 
mingled with the noise of the people, and lasted for 
ahout two minutes. The scaffold stood before us, 
tenantless and black | the black chain was hanging 
down ready from the beam. Nobody came. " He 
has been respited," some one said; another said, "He 
has killed himself in prisoa." 

" Just then, from under the black prison-door, a 
pale, quiet head peered out. It was shockingly 
bright and distinct ; it rose up directly, and a man 
in black appeared on the scaffold, and was silently 
followed by about four more dark figures. The first 
was a tall, grave man : wo all knew who the second 
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man was. "That's he — that's he!'' jou heard the 
people say, as the devoted man came up, 

I have seen a cast of the head since, but, indeed, 
should never have known it. Courvoisier boro his 
puniahmeut lilie a man, and walked very firmly. He 
was dressed in a new black suit, as it seemed j Iiis 
shirt was open. His arms were tied in front of him. 
He opened his hands in a helpless kind of way, and 
clasped them once or twice together. He turned his 
head here and there, and looked about him for an 
instant with a wild, imploring look. His mouth was 
contracted into a sort of pitiful smile. Ho went and 
placed himself at once under the beam, with his face 
towards St. Sepulchre's. The tall, grave man in 
black twisted him round swiftly in the other direction, 
and, drawing from Ms pocket a nightcap, pulled it 
tight over the patient's head and face, I am not 
ashamed to say that I could look no more, but shut 
my eyes as the last dreadful act was going on, which 
sent this wretched, guilty soul into tlie presence of 
God. 

If a public execution is beneficial — and beneficial 
it is, no doubt, or else the wise laws would not en- 
courage forty thousand people to witness it — the next 
usefiil thing must be a full description of such a cere- 
mony, and all its entourages, and to this end the 
above pages are offered to the reader. How does an 
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individual man feel under it 1 In what way does he 
observe it, — how does he view all the phenomena 
connected with it, — what induces him, in the first 
instance, to go and see it,— and how is he moved bj 
it afterwards ? The writer has discarded the maga- 
zine "We" altogether, and spohen face to face with 
the reader, recording every one of the impressions 
felt by him as honestly as he could. 

I must confess, thea (for "I" is the shortest word, 
and the best in this case), that the sight has left on 
my mind an extraordinary feeling of terror and 
shame. It seema to me that I have been abetting 
an act of frightful wickedness and violence, performed 
by a set of men against one of their fellows; and 
I pray God that it may soon be out of the power of 
any man in England to witness such a hideous and 
degrading sight. Forty thousand persons (say the 
sheriffs), of all ranks and degrees, — mechanics, gen- 
tlemen, pickpockets, members of both houses of par- 
liament, streetwalkers, newspaper- writers, gather 
together before Newgate at a very early hour ; the 
most part of them give up their natural c^uiet night's 
rest, in order to partake of this hideous debauchery, 
which is more esciting than sleep, or than wine, or the 
last new ballet, or any other amusement they can 
have. Pickpocket and peer each is tickled by the 
sight alike, and has that hidden lust after blood which 
influences our race.— government, a Christian govem- 
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ment, gives ua a feast every now and then : it agrees, 
that is to saj, a majority in the two Houses agrees, 
that for certain crimes it is necessary that a man 
should be hanged hy the neet. Government commits 
the criminal's soul to the mercy of God, stating that 
here on earth ho is to look for no mercy ; keeps him 
for a fortnight to prepare, provides him with a cler- 
gyman to settle his religious matters (if there be 
time enough, but government can't wait) ; and on a 
Monday morning, the bell tolling, the clergymaa 
reading out the word of God, '■ I am the resurrection 
and the life," " The Lord givcth, and the Lord taketh 
away," — on a Monday morning, at eight o'clock, this 
man is placed under a beam, with a rope connecting 
it and him ; a plank disappears from under him, and 
those who have paid for good places may see the 
Lands of the government agent, Jack Ketch, coming 
up from hia black hole, and seizing the prisoner's 
legs, and pulling them, until he is quite dead- 
strangled. 

Many persons, and well-informei newspapers, 
say that it is mawkish sentiment to talk in this way, 
morbid humanity, cheap philanthropy, that any man 
can get up and preach about. There is the Observer, 
for instance, a paper conspicuous for the tremendous 
sarcasm which distinguishes its articles, and which 
falls cruelly foul of the Morning Herald. " Cour- 
voisroR is dead," says t 
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had lived — a yillaiu ; a lie waa in his mouth. Peaco 
be to tis asLes. We war not with the dead." Wliat 
a magnanimous Observer ! Erom this, Observer tuma 
to the Herald, and says, " FiatjustUia ruat ccduni." 
So muoli for the Herald. 

We quote from memory, and the quotation from 
the Observer possibly is, — De mortuis nil nisi lo- 
num. ; or, Omne ignotum pro magnifico ; or, Sei'o 
nunquam est ad bonos mores via ; or, Ingenuas 
didicisse fdeliter arles emolUt mores nee sinit esse 
fe>-os ; all of which pithy Roman apophthegms would 
apply just as well. 

" Peace be to his ashes. He died a villain." 
This is both benevolence and reason. Bid he die a 
villain? The Observer does not want to destroy 
him body and soul, evidently, from that pious wish 
that his ashes should be at peace. Is the nest Mon- 
day but one after the sentence the time necesfsary for 
a villain to repent in? May a man not require more 
leisure — a week more — sis montlis more — before ho 
has been able to make his repentance sure before 
Him wto died for us all? — for all, be it remembered, 
— not alone for the judge and jury, or for the sheriffs, 
or for the executioner who is pulling down the legs 
of the prisoner, — but for him too, murderer and crimi- 
nal as he is, whom we are killing for his crime. Do 
we want to kill him body and soul? Heaven for- 
bid ! My lord in the black cap specially prays, that 
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He'i'veu miy have mercy on him but he mwt he 
read> bj Mondiy moming 

Look at tLe di.cuineiil'5 whn,Ii came frim the 
prison of this unhappy Conni oisier during tte few 
day? wliieJi passed between liis tnil and exooution 
Wore ever letteis moro pamtul to leid? At fiist, 
his otatemenfs are false contudicturi, Ijing Ht, 
has not icpentei then His Ii^t dcJaiation seems 
to be honest as far is the ichtion of the cume goes 
But lead the icst nf his statement —tte account of 
his peisonil history, ind the crimes which ho com 
mitted in his young days, — then, " how the evil 
thought came to tim to put his hand to the work," — 
it is cTidently the writing of a mad, distracted man. 
The horrid gallows is perpetually before him ; he is 
wild with dread and remorse. Clergymen are with 
him ceaselessly ; religious tracts are forced into his 
hands ; night and day they ply him with the heinous- 
ness of his crime, and exhortations to repentance. 
Read through that last paper of his ; by Heaven, it 
is pitiful to read it. See the Scripture phrases 
brought in now and anon; the peculiar terms of 
tract-phraseology (I do not wish to spealc of these 
often meritorious publications with disrespect) ; one 
knows too well how such language is learned, — imi- 
tated from the priest at the bedside, eagerly seized 
and appropriated, and confounded by the poor 
prisoner. 
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But murder is such a monstrous crime (tliia is tie 
great argument}, — when a mao has killed another, it 
is natural that he should be killed. Away with your 
foolish sentimentalists who say no — it is natural. 
That is the word, and a fine philosophical opinion it 
is — philosophical and Christian. Kill a maa, and 
you must he killed in turn ; that is the unavoidable 
sequitur. You may talk to a man for a year upon 
the subject, and be will always reply to you, It is 
natural, and therefore it must be done. Blood de- 
mands blood. 

Docs it ? The system of compensations might be 
earned on ad iiijinttiiin, — an eye for an eye, a tooth 
for a tooth, as bj the old Moaiic law. But (putting 
the fact out ut the i[ueition, that we have had this 
statute repealed by the Highest Authority), why, be- 
cause you lose your eye, is that of your opponent's to 
be extracted likewise? Where is the reason for the 
practice 1 And yet it is just as natural as the death 
dictum, founded precisely upon the same show of 
sense. Knowing, however, that revenge is not only 
evil, but useless, we have given it up on all minor 
points. Only to the laat we stick firm, contrary 
though it be to reason and to Christian law. 

There is some talk, too, of the terror which the 
sight of this spectacle inspires, and of this we have 
endeavoured to give as good a notion as we can in the 
above pages. I fully confess that I came away down 
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Snow Hill that morning with a disgust for murder, but 
it was for the murder I saw done. As we made our 
way through the immense crowd, we came upon two 
little girls of eleven and twelve years ; one of them 
was crying bitterly, and begged, for Heaven's sake, 
that some one would lead her from that horrid place. 
Thia was done, and the children were carried into a 
place of safety. We asked the elder girl — a very 
pretty one — what brought her into such a neighbour- 
hood? The child grinned knowingly, and said, 
" We've koom to see the mon hanged 1 " Tender 
law, that brings out babes upon such errands, and 
provides them with such gratifying moral spec- 
tacles ! 

Th th 20th f J ly d I may be permitted 
f mj p t t d 1 th t f the last fourteen 
d Ityhtl p f the butchery 

b p I h h d th face continually 

b f my y th t 1 M Ketch at thia 

m t w th y t k th rope from his 

p kt thtif 1 my !f h m d nd degraded at 
th I t 1 ty wb h t k to that brutal 

sight ; and that I pray to Almighty God to cause 
this disgraceful sin to pass from among us, and to 
cleanse our land of blood. 
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billghtened and PltAsnrable Keadli^ for all Classes or People. 

APPLETONS' 

POPULAK LIBRARY OF THE BEST AUTHORS. 



i. APPLETON announce to tlia Publia the isaue of 
a new Beriea of books, atkaotiTe in form, and of permanent 
value and ecteriainment, intended, in subject and oonvenienoe 
for the ■widest popular eiroulation. 

They will be cheap in price, some twenty-Sve per cent less 
than books of their elasa and elegant execution have been gener- 
ally published at ; but, it is to be ucderBtood, that while a desira- 
ble cheapness will be preserved, it will not be at the espenaa 
of the reader, and of his enjoyment of good taate and fine 
paper, clear type, and aeourate proof-i'eadicg. The price will 
be gi-aduated to the size of lie took (not cutting down the 
book to the priceX "'"^ when it is deeii'able to reprint a less 
known work, to a just remuneration for the edition. He de- 
Ngu is to eatablish a jtermaneni dassieai series of the best liter 
ature in each department. 

It ia the aim of the Popnlki' Library to furnish books oi 
various kiud^ and the best of each, of an entei'taining and 
profitable oliaraoter for general reading , to supply for the de- 
light of all the most ^reeable and suggestive authors in narra- 
tive, adventure, invenUon, poetry, aentjmenf, wil, and humor. 

Books will be presented, which, in the words of a gi'eat 
author, " quicken the intelligence of youth, delight agf^ deeo- 
i-ate prceperity, alvelfer and solace us in adversity, bring en- 
joyment at home, befriend us out of doors, pass the night with 
u^ travel with us, go into the country with us," 

The earl est issues of this series will comprise complete and 
Independent works by the following among oOier nuthom— 
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APPLEIOHS' POPTJLAE LIBEAHY. 

THE MAIDEN" AND MARRIED LIFE OP 
MAKY POWELL, 

Price Fifty Csnfs 

"A t^rodnotlon "In that maimers bs they llyed" of Joiin Milton i 
Ui yonng trtde, of wliom tla aneodota of thctr sepanitton and reooni^ 
tton to told In Dr. Joboaon's biography of the poet The nairatlve Is in I 
atrta of (he period as ibe Dlsrj- of Jjidj- Willoaghbj- is written, and Is 

irtlsMcally disposed : a book for the selecl«d shdf of tio ladj'9 houdoii 
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